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N thoſe far Climes where Phoebus abſent Ray 
A full Half- Year denies the Joys of Day, 

All, thro' the dreary Land, ſad Silence keep, 

And, wrap'd in Darkneſs, only live to ſleep : 

But when gay Titan, with requickning Light, 

Undraws the ſable Curtains of the Night, 

Vith Songs of Foy they hail him on the Road, 

And bleſs the Influence of the Genial God, 


Britannia thus, with Folly's Gloom o'ercaſt, 

Has flumb' ring lain near half a Cent'ry paſs, 

But now what Foy! to find the Night is der 

To [ee the. Lamp of Science ſhine once more; 

To ſee the Reign of Farce and Dulneſs end, 
And Albion's noble Fair to Shakeſpear's Senſe attend. 


Tas this gave Birth to our Attempt to-night, 
Fond to bring more of his rich Scenes to light : 
But conſcious how unequal to the Task, 
Our Bard ſcarce dares your Clemency to ask : 
What Muſe ſo ſweet that can like Shakeſpear's ſing 7 
What Pinions ſoar like. Shakeſpear's Eagle Wing! 
Howe'er, this Merit he at leaſt can claim, 
That ſacred Decency's his conſtant Jim 
There's nought but what an Anchoret might hear, 
No Sentence that can wound the. chaſteſt Ear; 
datire*s keen Shafts he freely deals, tis true, 
And boldly gives the Fool aud Knave their Due, 
ecure that none of thoſe can glance on you. 


To You, ye Fair, for Refuge nom he flies, 
And as you ſmile or frown, he lives or dies: 
on are the ableſt Judges of this Play, 
ince Lov e's almighty Pow'r's his Theme to-day : 
0 your Protection Shakeſpear's Offspring take, 
lad ſave the Orphan for the Father's Sake. 


Dramatis 


— 


7, 


M E N. 


Gratiano, Duke of Genoa, 
Bellario, a young Venetian Lord, 
Protheus, a Nobleman of Genoa, 
Joculo, 4 Court Feſter, 


Byron, Baſtard-Brother to the Dute, | 


Gremio, bis Favourite, 


Lucentius, Tutor to Bellario, 


Rino, Þ Conſtables of the Watch, 


WOMEN. 


Lucilia, Daughter to the Duke, 
Liberia, Neice to the Duke, 
Delia, Attendant on Lucilia, 


Dramatis Perſons. 


Mr. Mill ward. 
Me. Mills. 


Mr. Quin. | 


7 


Mr. Cibber. 


Mr. Berry. 


Mr. Winſtone, 


Mr. Shephard. 
Mr. Harper 


-4 Mr, Mechlin. 


Mrs. Butler. 


Mrs. Clive. 


Mrs. Pritchard, 


Prieſts, Meſſengers, Watchmen, Attendants, &c. 


SCENE GENOA. 


- g PRE > 


March 17. 1736. Next Week will be Publiſhed, 


(To which is preſix d a Frontiſpiece Repreſenting King Charleh 


Parting with his Children) 


Ig KING CHARLES I. An Hiſtorical Play. 
Written i in Imitation of Sha keſpear : As it is now Acting at the 


Theatre-Royal i in Lincoln's-Inn-Fields. 
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my ſelf upon, 
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$f DEDICATION, | 
no way in my Power to mak: 
any Return either for That, off to 
the many other Obligations yay th: 
have conferred on me, except th 
Incenſe of a Grateful Heart, ii to 
is with the higheſt Pleaſure th: 
take this Opportunity of offer Ic 


ing that Tribute. 
And yet at the ſame time 


am afraid leſt I ſhould give yol 
ſome Uncaſineſs, Sir, by thy 


publick manner of doing it; «is 
knowing your Favours to be {plc 
abſolutely diſintereſted, that tif ted 
with Reluctance you ſuffer evenſſkir 
the bare Acknowledgment off len 
| them. | „ tue 
The 


"DADTCATION. _ 
The ſtrict Regard I have had 
to Decency and good Manners 


chat it is the moſt powerful Plea 
ceptance of 1t. 


N ception which this Performance 
has met with from the Town 


{ 
ti 


ple may be very well diver- 


he 


throughout the tollowing Piece 
hJis the principal Merit I pretend 
Ito in it, and I am fatisfy'd, Sir, 


I can poſſibly urge for your Ac- 


The extraordinary kind Re- 


is a ſtrong Proof that Peo- 


ted with Exhibitions of this 
en kind, without the leaſt Vio- 1 
of lence being offered to Vir- 
Itue, Truth or Humanity, and 
that 


. — 


DEDICATA on 


that the World is at preſen 
happily inclin'd to ſupport wha 
1s produced with that Inde 
tion. 

I am, with the een Re 
be. BY 


2 FG AZ) f 


S I R, 
Tour moſt obliged, 


and moſt obedient 


humble Servant. 


AG LLS 
SCENE, 4 FOREST. 
BELLARIO and LUCENTIUS. 


LUCENTHEHUS 


L OME, come, my Lord, 'tis in vain to diſſemble; 
that deep Thoughtfulneſs, thoſe downcaſt Looks, 
and thoſe involuntary Sighs, carry a Meaning with 
'em which one of my Age and Obſervation in Life 
can't long be a Stranger to. But I TOY 
babe by inſiſting ſo long on this Subject. 


Bell. No, Lucentius, you can't deal too freely with me upon 
it: — I muſt own, tho' with bluſhing, that Love has at 
laſt found a way to my Heart. — Come, my good old Tutor, 
and chaſtiſe me for this Folly ; rally me without Reſerve for 
being guilty of ſuch a Weakneſs, 


Lucen. No, my Lord, even the cold Seni of O14 Age | 
can't induce me to condemn ſo generous a Paſſion. "Your In- 
dart was ſpent under my Care; I obſerv'd in you. ſuch excel- 

B lent. 
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2 THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 
lent Talents as proclaim'd the Blood you ſprung. from, but at 
the ſame time was gricved to perceive no Footſteps of the ten- 
der Paſſion; this was the only Accompliſhment. wanting, and! 
am thereſore tranſported at your being fenfible of it. 

Bell. If I have hitherto ſlighted the Power of Love it takes 
its fill of Revenge for it now. When I firſt arrived at Geng 
I was ſurpris'd at the Charms of lovely Lucilia, Daughter to 
the Duke here; but then I beheld em with no other Regard 
than I ſhould have view'd thoſe of a Painting or Statue: Her 
blooming Beauties inſpir d my Soul with no ſecret Inclination; 
but what her ſoft, her gentle Frame could not effect, be 
haughty diſdainful Soul too ſoon accompliſh'd : When J found 
her, like another Diana, frequenting the Foreſts and delighting 
only in the Chace, whilſt all the Italian Youths were left to fi igh 
in vain ; then, then, Lucentius, Ambition begot Love in me: O 
the Glory and Rapture of triumphing over ſuch Coldneſs! In 
ſhort, by the Vanity of aiming at a Conquelt. over her Heart, [ 
have irrecoverably loſt my own. 

Lucen. But to what purpoſe, wy Lord, do you make ſo great 
a Secret of your Paſſion? 

Bell. What muſt I expect 8 the — Lucentins, 
but bringing on me the Contempt of her inſolent Spirit, like the 
reſt of her Admirers? who owning themfelves Lovers makes 
her treat *em as og Their Uſage is a ſufficient Warning 
to Me. 

Lucey. Not g. all, my Lord, not at all : If there was a Fa- 
vourite in the Cafe you might have reaſon to deſpair, but when 
there's nothing but a little Female Pride in the way — Pha, 
Pſha, Pſha! Why 'tis only ſo much as to ſay, that none but 4 
dauntleſs Champion ſhall win me. IT know the Sex 
ay, ay, I know 'em. Why, I wartant ſhe's half diſtracted 
that you han't attack'd her before now. —— Come, come, my 
Lord, diſcover your Inclinations, and go manfully to work; 
don't tremble at other Peoples want of Succeſs, but let Courage 
be the Word, and ſecure your own. 

Bell. J am glad your Opinion, Lucentins, agrees with my 
own, for, like a true Lover, I have been asking Ad- 
vice when twas too late to take it; for there's a Perſon, you 
muſt know, whom 1 have already employ'd to reveal it to her: 


This Hunting-Match which ſhe has one to- day, in con- 


THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. > 
tradition to the magnificent Sports, which are to be given by her 
Lovers in honour of her Birth- Day, is the Opportunity which 
Joculo takes to ſpeak to her. 

Lucen. Who? Foculo.! Focula, my Lord. | | 

Bell. You wonder, I ſee, Lucentius, at my Choice of a Con- 
fident: You think him a Fool perhaps, but he's far from being 
ſo; and, notwithſtanding his Employment of Coutt. Jeſter, he 
has more Senſe than many in a higher Station who take upon 
em to laugh at him. Eis ſhrewd Wit and Talent at Rallery 
are agreeable to Lucilia; then he has the Liberty of ſaying any 
thing by virtue of his Office, and he can often give her a ſer- 
viceable Hint in a Jeſt, which would not be taken ſo well in 
earlieſt, 


Luceu. O dear, dear, dear what a ſtrange World this is, 
that People of Rank ſhould be directed in the Warn of their 
Favours by their Lacqueys and Buffoons ! 

Bell. But here comes Joculo: Let us now examine what Pro- 
greſs he has made. 

Euter IOC UL O. 

Jocu. Well, my Lord, this Lady of ours has a ſtrange con- 
tradictory Temper of her own; ſhe does not only refuſe going 
to theſe Martial Exerciſes, which her Knight-Errants have re- 
viv'd to-day out of pure Compliance with her Ladyfhip's ſingu- 
lar Humour; but to put a greater Contempt on 'em ſhe muſt 
needs make a Viſit to the wild Beaſts here. 

Bell. But, Jad have you had any nen the of men- 
tioning 

Jocu. No, my Lord, to ſay the truth, I hive done nothing 
yet; the Office of a Buffoon has its Priviteges and Prerogatives ; 
but we muſt, like other great Conrtiers, watch for your Sexfon- 
able Minutes: *Tis a rickliſh thing, you mult know, to talk of 
ſuch a Buſinefs to her; for ſhe bids horrible Deflanee to all 
Vows, Proteſtations, Sighs, Ogles, and Billet-doux, declares 
bitter War againſt conjugal Bands, and treats Capid like a raf- - 
cally Deity. —— But let me alone to manage it by degrees; I 
am in your Intereſt, that's enough. 1 love Men of Merit, 
that's all. | 

Bell. And ſo do I, Forth, and reward em too. — —-Lookye, 


vir, here's a Purſe of moſt exquiſite é— you muſt 
keep this for my ſake. | 
Foen, 
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Jocu. Pardon me, my Lord, by no means; no, by no means, indeed, 
I won't touch it upon my Honour; Pm quite above all thoſe 
things, J aſſure you. {Seeing Bellario offer to put up the Purſe.) 
However, my Lord, I would not willingly affront you nei- 
ther; no, no, Ill ſooner accept of it than do that. — Pm glad 
I thought of that in Time .-.; þ| Afade; 

Bell. | Giving him the Cage) Ay, now thou e ſt like 
thy ſelf, 

Jocu. Why that's true too: I had forgot I was a Courtier 
ſure! —— Well, my Lord, I believe I may keep the Purte for 
your ſake, but I can't promiſe for what's in't. The next Fa- 
your J have to ask for my ſelf, that muſt be transferr'd into a- 
nother's Clutches. | 
Lucen. So Bribing, and being bribed, goes round in a Cirdle. 

Jocu. Ay, ay, this is our dear Life's Blood; if this does not 
Circulate freely every thing here is preſently at a ſtand. ——— 
Why, Sir, tho' we hate ſpeaking Truth, yet we won't ev'n 
tcll a Lye for any body without a Bribe. — Well, my Lord, 
give me your Hand, I'll take care of you; and, to tay the trutlh 
I'm bound by virtue of my Poſt to do it. 

Bell. How ſo, Joculo? | 

Jocu. Becauſe 1 am a Fool by my Office, you know; and 
you are a Lover, by Profeſſion, my Lord. 

Bell. Well, and what then, Sirrah ? 

Jocu. What then! why then one Fool ought to help another, 
that's all, Ha, ha, ha! You won't be angry, my Lord, I on- 
ly allume a Privilege that belongs to me. 

Bell. Thou art a merry Raſcal, always employ'd in the Bu- 

ſineſs of thy Profeſſion. 
'  Focu, Ah, my Lord, a Man of my Employment can never 
want Buſineſs at Court : My Place is very difterent from moſt 


of em there; there's nothing to do for many but to receive the 


Pay; and *tis. well there is not; 'twon'd be ſcurvily done 
_ elſe by thoſe that have 'em. | 

Bell. Oh brave Foculo ! 

Jocu. Nay, this is more than a Jeſt, my Lord; now my 
Place would furniſh out Buſineſs for as many Tongues as Ar- 
gus had Eyes; one Drawing-Room gives occaſion enough for 
Laughing a Fortnight together. 


Bell 


22lI, 


of the various Actors there. 


Jocu. Good, my Lord, where a true- bred Courtier changes 


Sbapes and Faces, as often as Harlequin in a Farce; hugs a Man 
with the Fever of Affection this Moment, and the next, if he 
is but ask'd his Name, cries out with an Air of Aſtoniſhment 
Pooh ! how ſhould I know the Fellow's Name? I never ſaw 
him twice in my Lite before. — Upon which he turns on his 
Heel to his Circle of Paraſites, and promiſes the ſame Place to 
twenty in a Breath, which he had given to his Pimp the Morn- 
ing before — When I ſee this, why I muſt laugh, Ha, ha! 

Lmeein And, what is more diverting (till, that they ſhould be 
all ſuch Oafs as to believe him too. 

Jocu. Oh! they muſt ſtarve if they did not do that. 

Bell. How ſo, pr'ythee ? 


Jocu. Becauſe Hopes are all they have to live on. —Next, my 


Lord, I preſent you with a ſolemn gouty overgrown Frier, juſt 


| come from preaching up Poverty and Contentment, here ſtand- 


ing bow'd to a Strumpet of Diſtindion, moſt humbly beſeech- 


ing her Intereſt for a fat Sine- cure; when Madam, with a Curt- 


fie of Approbation, aſſures him of his Requeſt, thanks him for 
his excellent Diſcourſe, and before his Back is well turn'd —— 
cries, Fogh! how the Porpus ſmelt of Divinity! Ha, ha, ha ! 
95 y mult not I laugh then, hey, my Lord? 


300l. Ha, ha, ha! — Go on, F-caio; why thou haſt an excels 


10 nt Hand at this kind of Painting. 

Jocu, Next, Gentlemen, you have an old weather beaten 
Oflicer bringing his young blooming Wife to ſolicit Prefer- 
ment for him: Whisk ! ſhe pierces like Lightning thro” the Crowd, 
whiſpers a great Man in the Ear, makes an Aſſignation at the 
Opera with him, and then returning, with the moſt ſerene Mo- 
deſty, chucks her Warrior under the Chin, and cries— I have done 
jour Buſineſs for you, my Love. Ha, ha, ha! why 1 muſt 
angh now, and who cou'd help it? 

Bell. Excellently perform'd ! — Pray proceed. 

Fecu. Here, my Lord, you may fee a haughty big-looking 

Judge cringe to a gaudy Velvet Rook, whom he would have 


tent to the Gibbet long before, if his Knavery had not been 


lereem d by Succels; and a clumſy purſe-proud Cit making his 
B 3 auk ward 
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Bell. Joculo is in the right, Lacentius; there's nothing more 
truly the Subject of Ridicule than the ceremonious Buffoonry 
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aukward Compliments to a courteous Count for the Honour by 
of his laſt Viſit, when he ſeduc'd his Wife, and got a Fool to he. 


inherit the Poſſeſſions of a Knave. gel 
Lucen. True enough; all true. 5 {ar 

Focx. Here you may ſee ſome ſweating and panting to pet | 
within the Circle merely for the ſake of a Glance or a Bow, 1 


and others ſneaking off with Anguiſh and Confuſion becauſe 
they have miſs'd of it —— A Courteſan in one Corner deciding 
the Affairs of the Nation, and a Stateſman in the next getting we 
Subſcriptions for a Maſquerade ; Ha, ha, ha! Now, when [ ina 

' fee this pleaſant Farce acted over and over, Pgad I muſt laugh, | 
and moſt immoderately too, 
Bell. But harkye, Sirrah, you come ſo nigh Truth in your her 
Rallery, that it may be more than a jeſt to thy ſelf at laſt. wa 
Jocu. Oh, my Lord, I have a Patent for ſpeaking Truth, or by 

elſe I ſhould be a Fool indeed to utter it Nun the Walls of 1 


Palace. en 

Bell. But this is not the way to get Preferment, Sir. ſor 

Jocu. Why, that's un; your great People are above the 

paying any regard to Merit; 'tis their Pride that they are high | 
enough to prefer in deſpite of it; they are reſolv'd that their Fa- a 

vours ſhall be quite voluntary, and therefore always confer 'em wh 

on thoſe who could never pretend to the leaſt grain of Deſert. Wh 

\ Bell. Nay, that's going a little beyond Truth, Joculo, for we 
h « ſee Men of Merit in the higheſt Stations. "ts 
Jocu. Ah lack-a-day, my Lord, that may be — but few of 5 
{ 'em got there by their Merit, tho'—no, no, *twas for ſome parti- 4 : 
cular Humour or Folly that belong'd to em —— for we of the Mt ©! 
greateſt Merit have our Failings. 1 

Bell. What a farcaſtical Knave thou art! Ga 

Jocu. One Man, with his Merit, may have a Talent at Flat ſtro 
tery — why he's preferr'd: Another may play well on the Fid- of x 

dle— he's preſently preterr'd : Another may have a Knack at affe 

4 bowing low — he riſes in time: And another — why he ma) wy 
| have a pretty Siſter or Wife — and he's ſure to be preferr'd. 4 
ö Bell. O' my Conſcience, Lucentius, the Rogue has hit it. = 
Jocu. But hiſt! here comes Lacilia ; Ill about your Buſi vek ſeer 
| directly, my Lord. * 


Bell. No, hold, Jocalo, I have thought better of it; I ſee 
plainly that ſhe's reſolv's to deſpile all who think to gain her 


by Submiſſion ; I ſhall therefore take a different Method to try 
her. If dear Cupid prove but propitious to me in this Strata- 
gem he may crown my Wiſhes, and revenge himſelf at the 
ſame time. —It muſt, it ſhall ſucceed. 


Lucen. Ay, ay, ay, this is ſomething like, my Lord ; now 


i you take courage you'll do the Buſineſs. | 
. Jocu. True, theſe haughty Dames deſpiſe your ſneaking 
: cringing Milkſops; they love to have a tight Struggle, that 
8 when they do yield they may have ſome Excuſe for it. — But 
- mayn't we know the Particulars of your Scheme ? 
5 Bell. You ſhall ſee — follow me, and be filent. [¶Exeunt. 
Jocu. Fare you well, my Lord; I muſt ſtay here, for I ſee 
1 her Ladyſhip is coming, and there's nothing to be done without 


us: Now can't I help wondering what a Court can mean 
or b keeping up ſuch a Poſt as mine: What the Duce need they 
dire People to play the Fool, when they have ſo many about 
5 em that play it naturally? O' my Conſcience 'tis only to have 
ſomebody to laugh at, who may +5 eel at leaſt more filly than 


ve themſelves. 

ioh Enter LUCILIA, LIBERIA, DELIA. 

oa Lucil. How charming and agreeable is a little Solitude to us 
em bo are eternally ſurrounded and teiz'd with Multitudes ! and 
5 what Satisfaction to converſe a little with one's own Thoughts 


- and Deſires, free from the Impertinence of Flattery and Folly ! 


O, my dear Liberia, how I love theſe lonely Foreſts, theſe + 


o! Leenes of Freedom and Innocence! There's nothing here but 
; what enchants the Eye. — What are all the gilded Toys of a Pa- 
arti- | X 

the lace to theſe ſimple Beauties of Nature? 

Lib. Why ay, Couſin, ſuch a Retreat as this, at the very 
Gate of a Court, is well enough ſometimes to give one a 
ſtronger Reliſh for ſucceeding Gaieties within; but in this time 
of general Joy it looks, methinks, a little unſeaſonable, and I am 
afraid *twill be taken as a direct Affront to the young Lords, 
who give this magnificent Entertainment on your Account. 

Luci, What Right have they to expect my Preſence ?2 How 
am ] oblig'd to em for their Magnificence ? They act in this 
manner for themſelves, not me. My Heart is the Prize, it 
ſeems, and this is the Method they take to win it; but they may 
find themſelves deceiv'd. 


B 4 | Lis. 
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Lib. My ſweet Couſin, how long will this flinty Heart of 
yours be provok'd at every innocent Attempt to touch it: You 
look upon the Addreſſes of your Admirers as ſo many criminal 
Plots againſt your Perſon: Where would be the Pleaſure of 
Breathing if Love were baniſh'd out of the World? To live 
without loving is, properly ſpeaking, not to live at all. 

Delia. J am of your Couſin's Opinion, Madam, all Pleaſures 
are inſipid unleſs ſeaſon'd with that. 

Lucil. Aſtoniſhing Notions! Why *tis nothing but Error, 
Weakneſs, and Extravagance: No, I'll maintain the Honour 


of my Sex againlt all thoſe Sighs, Homages and Reſpects, which | 


are only Snares to overthrow it: Men only pretend to be our 
Slaves the preſent Hour, in order to be real T'yrants to us for 
the future. 

Lib. Take care, my Dear, Capid's a teſty little Urchin, and 
knows how to revenge any Slight caſt upon him. — Come, Jo. 
culo, how came you ſilent ſo long? Won't you help to defend 
Love againſt my Couſin's Opinion? 

Lucil. Nay, then you'll have a powerful Advocate indeed. 

Focu. Troth, Madam, after my Example I think there”ll be 
nothing more to be ſaid; I defy'd him moſt heroically for a 
long time I muſt own, -but at length the Trickſter juggled me 
out o' my Senſes, | 

Lib. Joculo, in Love! 

Jocu. Yes, Joculo in Love. 

Lib. And does he pretend to be belov'd again? 

Jocu. Yes ſure, Madam, belike he does: And why not, 
pray? I am no ſuch contemptible Figure, if I know my ſelf: 
As for my Shape I can't find much fault in it: My Facel 
think too may paſs in a Crowd; and as for Wit and Parts, 28 
much a Fool as I am, thank Fzp:zer, we need not lower the 

lag to many in the Drawing-Room. 

Lucil. Ha, ha, ha! And pr'ythee who is the happy Nymph 

_ that is fo highly four d? 
| Focu, A certain fair Handmaid of your Ladyſhip's there; 
therefore after this, Madam, you onght to ſubmit : Since 1 do, 


I think others very weil may. — But ſee, Madam, the Duke 
your Father is coming hither, and Lord Bellario with him. 
Intention in bringing of him to 


ny Ruin? and muſt the Tranquillity 
| and 


Lucil. What is my Father's 
me: Is he reſolv'd on 


and 8 
Heirs 
Li 


We a 
Cling! 
there 
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and Satisfaction of my whole Life be facrific'd for the fake ot 
| W:4:irs to his Poſſeſſions? | | 
| Lib, O my Dear, there my be a little Comfort in that Af. 
c Wir fall to your Share too and if I an't miſtaken 
6 Lucil. Fye, Liberia. | | 

Lib. Fye! for what?— Pſha! I hate People to be ſo very 
5 ueamiſh, there's no Harm, my Dear, in talking merrily, ſo 
we at but modeſtly : Sealing up the Lips won't ſeare the In- 
elinations; my Heart's as found as a Bell, thank Cupid, and 
therefore my Tongue ſhall be as true as a Clapper to it; what 
W tic one innocently thinks the other (hall always chearfully W 
Jocu. Gad, Madam, I am o' the Lady Liberia's Opinion, 
and am apt to think, if you were to take my Lord Bellario for 
one Month upon liking, you'd be willing enough after wards 


nd to have him bound for Life. 
o- Lucil. Silence, Blockhead. 
nd Fuca, O, with all my Heart, Madam; PETNY) J was oblig? 4 


by my Poſt to adviſe in things of this Conſequence, but I'll be 
more ſparing both of my Counſel and Wit for the future 
beasb! hugh! | | 
rater GRATIANO, BELLARIO, and LUCENTIUS. 
me Cros. Well Daughter, won't you yet comply with my earneſt 
Solicitations ? will your Heart ſtill remain inſenſible to the ar- 
dent Addreſſes of thoſe noble Youths who ſtudy to outvie each 
other in their Attempts to merit it? Come, come, my dear Lu- 
/:2, a youthful generous Breaſt, hs yours, muſt be capable of 
not, Lore, and I muſt no longer be de 15d. | 
elf: La My Lord, you can lay no Command upon me but 
cel what 'In blindly obey; but at the ſame time I muſt declare I have 
5, as that natural Averſion to Marriage, that to injoin me Death or 
the MW Husband will be the very ſame thing. But your Will goes 
firſt, and my Obedience is dearer to me than Life it ſelf, | 
mph Joculo. Ay, now ſhe wants to be forc'd to it Jult like em, 
the old Trick. 
Grati. Vou are in the wrong, Daughter, to think me ſo cruel 
1 Father as to do Violence to your Inclinations; but ſnew a 
Complaiſance at leaſt to the Honours which are done you by 
; your Lovers, and give 'em your Preſence at theſe Sports where 
im to their Skill and Bravery will be exerted— If you ſhould approve 
aillity WY of either your Choice ſhall be mine, and [it conſider neither 
and I Intereſt nor Advantage. Bell. 


jere; 
1 do, 
Duke 


we not, Delia? 
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Bell. You, Madam, are the Prize it ſeems to Day, but! 


aſpire after no ſuch Honour. As all my Life I have reſolute M 
bid Defiance to Love, *tis with a different Aim that I engage: 5 
I make no Pretence to your Heart, Madam; the Joy of VIE pi 
is the whole of my Ambition. 2 
Lucil. My Lord, you are in the right. : 
Bell. I know I am, Madam; Glory and Honour have ſome wx 
thing God-like in 'em; they are Wreaths that diguify the py 
Wearer. Love's a Bauble, and fit only to be diſputed, 9 2 


Beardleſs Boys — Now, then, I'll go and prepare for the Tria, 
and ſee whether Love or Glory add more Vigour to the Arm. 
[Exit haughtily, and Lucentiy, 


Euter a Meſſenger at the other Door, and deli vers a Letter þ 
G RAT IAN O, who opens it. 


Lucil. Whence proceeds this unexpected Haughtineſs? Wha 
think you of this young Heroe, Couſin ? Did you obſerve wha 
an Air he aſſum'd ? What Coldneſs ! what Indifference ! 

Lib. *T was ſomething haughty, indeed. 

Jcu. O what a fine Trick he has ſerv'd her. 

Lacil. Twou'd be pleaſant, methinks, to humble his Prid 
a little; one ought to take down that hectoring Heart; ouyit 


Delia. Why truly, Madam, I don't wonder his Behaviou 
ſurprizes you alittle— you, who have been us'd to receive n6 
thing but Homage and Adoration, may well be ſtartl'd at ſuc 
a Compliment. 

Lacil. I muſt confeſs it has given me a little Diſorder, and! 
ſhould be highly glad to chaſtiſe his Inſolence; I did not thin 


of being at theſe Sports, but now VI! go on purpoſe, and 0 Gr, 

al] I can to triumph over the Rebel, E 
Lib. Take care, my Dear, the Attempt is dangerous ; - whe ® 

oe 


one endeavours to give Love one's in great danger of recei- 
ing it. 
Lucil. O my Dear, fear not that, I'll anſwer for mj- 
ſelf: I'll make him repent this Diſdain, III warrant him. 
[ Exit Lucilia and Attendants. 
Mazeat GRATIANO, Meſſenger, Attendants. © 
Grati. J learn, by this Letter, Neice, that young Lord Pro 
ebers, your Antagonift in Wit, comes to Ceuoa to Night. 


Mal. 


— — F — 


— . © oe . . 


— — Ee ere no 
——ũ— TIN 


THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 21 


Me. He's very near arriv'd, my Lord; he was not three 
eagues off when J left him. 

Erati. How many Gentlemen have you loſt in this Action? 
Meſſ. But few of any ſort, and none of Rank. 

Grati. A Victory is double when the Conqueror brings 
ome full Numbers. | 
Lib. And is Signior Montanto return'd ſafe and ſound > 
Meſſ. 1 knew none of that Name in the Army, Madam. 

Grati. My Neice means Lord Protheus. 

Meſſ. Yes, Madam, and as pleaſant as ever. 

Lib, Pray how many hath he kill'd and eaten in theſe 
ars? But how many hath he kill'd? for indeed J promis'd 
o eat all of his killing. 

Grati. Be not too ſevere, Neice, be hath done good Service. 
ui /. Ay, they had muſty Victuals perhaps, and he has help'd © 
o eat it up; he's a very valiant Trencher-man ; he has an ex- 
ellent Stomach— at every thing, but fighting. 

Grati. You muſt not miſtake my Neice, Sir, there's a kind 
ff a merry War between Lord Protheus and her; they never 
eet but there's a Skirmiſh of Wit between 'em. 

Lib. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our laſt Conflict four 
df his five Wits went halting off, and now is the whole Man 
overn'd with one; fo that if he have Wit enough to keep 
imſelf warm, there's that ſmall difference between himſelf and 
is Horſe — But pray, Sir, who is his Companion now ? he 
ah every Month a new ſworn Brother; for he wears his 
Faith like the Faſhion of his Hat, it ever changes with the 
ext Block. | 
Grati. You're very free with the Gentleman, ſweet Neice. 
Lib. Why you know, my Lord, he hangs upon People worſe 


- 


whe han a Diſeaſe ; he's ſooner taken than the Peſtilence, and 
ecei-· hoever catches the Prothe us is ſure to run preſently mad, 
Meſſ. J fee, Lady, that Gentleman is not in your Books. 
- uy Lib. No, if he were | would burn my Study. 
_ You are of a merry Lemper, Neice; you'll ne*er run | 
| ma 
Aan! 
* Lib. No, not till a hot January. 
3 Pre- | Enter PROTHEUS. 


Grati. Lord Protheut, | give you at once both Joy and Wel- 
ene. 
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8 My Lord, I am glad I can welcome my ſelf by heſnod 
ing Herald of ſuch welcome News. [To Liberia. | Wu my ro: 
dear Lady Diſdain !] are you yet living? ob 

Lib. Is it poflible Diſdain ſhould die while there's ſo prop P 
Food for her to feed on as Lord Protheus ?— Courtely it ll pf ti 
muſt turn to Diſdain if you come in her Preſence. jeep 

Proth. I know not how it is, ſweet Lady, but I have chard L. 
tune to be lov'd by all the Fakr, on only excepted ; but I wit: 
I had not ſo hard a Heart, for truly I love none of 'em in retun P- 

Lib. A dear Happineſs to Women, they would elſe have bee £7 
peſter'd with a pernicious Galant I thank my cold Blood I anÞ'ght 
of the ſame Humour with you for that; I'd rather hear a Raya! | 
croaking at my Window, at Midnight, than a Man ſwearing tlio 
loves me. Gr, 

Proth. Heaven keep your Ladyſhip's Blood always as coin!) 
then, ſo ſome poor Gentleman or other will *ſcape a ſcrateh £:/ 
Face. ut t. 

Lib. Scratching could not make it n. if it were ſachs at | 
one as yours. obe 

Proth. Nay, if you are pond ſuch full Speed, my god * 0 

on i 


Lady, I muſt give out. 
Lib. Ay, I know you of 11 you are a true Courtier, pt 
tend to reſign a Poſt which you know you can't keep. 
Grati. But come, my Lord, you muſt lend your Preſencet 
| {grace the Sports which-are celebrated in reſpect to my Dau 
| ter's Birth- Day. 
Proth. With all my Heart, my Lord, if you'll turn the kW 7; 
upon this Lady's Tongue; but if that be ſuffer'd to walk i »; 
Liberty I muſt claim an Excuſe. 
__ Grati. What, afraid of a Lady's Wit, after facing an Arm 
my Lord? Come, come, Lord Protheas, there can be no din 
of an Excuſe. | 
Proth. Will your Highneſs command me any Service to tt 
World's End? I will go on the ſlighteſt Errand now to tl 
Antipodes; I will fetch you a Tooth-picker from the fartis 
Inch of Africa, be Ambaſſador Extraordinary for you tot 
Pigmies, rather than hold three Words Conference with ti 
two-edged Falchion. 
Lib. Hah! then you'd have other People turn the Edge mes: 
their Wit, that your Dulneſs may paſs unqueſtion'd ; a 1 0) 
mod 


Fo: 


here, 
they 


odeſt Requeſt oꝰ my Word— Turn Prieſt, turn Prieſt, 13 
protheus— People may talk charmingly to no purpoſe, when 
o body dare to contradict them. _ 
Proth. Turn you Veſtal then, ſweet Lady, there'll be no fear 


Leep it up. 

Lib. Ay, but Veſtals muſt be Maids for Life, you . I 
win old ſcarce be able to bear with that, I doubt. 

tun Proth. There, Lady Liberia, I agree with you for once. 

Lib. Unleſs I had your Lordſhip always before me That 
I night would be a ſufficient Cure for my Cravings— Your Highneſs 
11] pardon this Freedom, I was born to ſpeak all Mirth and 
o Matter. [To Gratiano.] 

Erati. Your Mirth becomes you, Neice, and you were cer- 
unly born in a merry Hour. 

Lib. No fare, my Lord, my Mother was ſad, they ſay 
ut then there was a merry little I'winkler danc'd, and under 
it I was born, it ſeems—— Heigh ho! Well, am going 
o be lad all of a ſudden—— No, hang Melancholy, and let 
jc World have its Courſe; if I muſt undergo a Transforma- 
on it ſhall be into a Nightingale ſooner than an Owl. 


„„ 'F 
Let's fing and be merry, 


ne And never be weary ; 
Java Let's rail aud beſpatter, 

We cannot do better, 
IC 10 For nothing lite Rallery charms ev 'ry Senſe, 
ral en we e wittil langh at anothers Expence. 
Arm 


* : Let's laſh and ſpare none, 
| Gal For ſo modiſh *tis grown, 
| is but a weak Brother, 
| Speaks well of another : 
For nothing like Rallery charms ev'ry Senſe, 
When we wittily laugh at another's Expence. 


here, Sirs, is Muſick and Meaning both for you— that Lord 


U 


mes: No— Meaning is the only Idol he worſhips ; he's a 
an of high Mode, as you may ſee by the Faſhion of his 
Doublet— 
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f the Fire's going out when there's ſo excellent a Breath to 


othexs diſlikes, I'm ſure; his Taſte is more ſuited to the 
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Doublet— Farewel, Uncle Lord Prothens, I challenge you 
to meet me at the Sports, that I may ſee if your Heels be as dul 
as your Head. [ Exit 
Proth. I would ſooner meet a Legion of Men in Armour. 
Why ſhe ſpeaks Poinards, and every Word leaves a Stab be 
| hind it: If her Breath were as terrible as her Termination 
ſhe would infect to the North Star. 
Grati. But ſee, Lord Protheus, here comes my Brother By 
ron, and his Favourite GEremio. 
Proth. I was joyful to heat that Lord Byron had reconcill 
himfelf to your Highnels. 
Grati. As far as his unbending Temper ſuffers, 
That will not yield to any thing with Grace. / 
Enter BY RON and GREMIO. ot 
Proth. My Lord, being reconcil'd to your Brother I e 
brace you cordially, and owe you all Reſpett. 
Byron. I thank you, Lord Prothens ; I am not of mij 
Words— but I thank you. 
Grati. Brother, you'll join us in the Lifts to-day ? 
Byron. Your Lordſhip muſt exeuſe me; ſueh Gewgaw Ch 
valty ſuits not me; whenever I engage at Weapons my Fi 
ſhall find 1 am in me 
Proth. Pleaſe then, your Highnels, I will follow you. 
Grati. Your Hand, good Protheus, we will go together. 
[ Exent 


Manent BYRON aud GREMIO. 

Grew. Why are you thus out of meaſure melancholy, n 
Lord ? 

Byron. Becauſe there's no Meaſure if the Occaſion that bred 
it, and I cannot hide what I am— I muſt be ſad when I hat 
Cauſe, and laugh at no Man's Jeſts ; eat when I have a 80 
mach, and wait on no Man's Leiſure ; ſleep when I am dron| 
and tend on no Man's Buſineſs. 

Grem. True, my Lord, but 'twou'd be better, methinks; 10 
to make Shew of that Hamour *rill you could do it withoi 
Reſtraint or Controul— You have lately been at Variance: wil 
your Brother, and he has newly receiy'd you into Favout, v 
you muſk take root by the Stin-ſhine you procure yotit fa 
you therefore ought to frame the Seaſon for * own Hari 


| 


— — rr 
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Byron. I had rather be a Canker in a Hedge than a Roſe in 


0 
0 i Favour ; and it ſuits my Blood better to be hated by all 
an meanly to ſteal Affection from any; though I can't be fad 


o be a flattering honeſt Man, it muſt not be deny'd but that I 


It 
bem a plain-dealing Villain. I am truſted, with what *— Why 
ion in a Muzzle : I am at Liberty, how ?— Why with a Clog 


t my Heels If I had my Mouth ] would bite; if I was 
ee I would do my liking— In the mean time let me be what 
am, and ſeek not to alter me. | 

Crem. Can you make no uſe of your Diſcontent ? 

Byron. I will make uſe of it; for that's the only thing I 
ke uſe of at all My Brother's Purpoſe is bent, I find, in 
ing his Daughter to this Lord Bellario— T hat young intruding 
enetian hath all the Glory of my Downfal— Come, if this Match 
ould be it may prove Food to my Diſpleaſure— If I can but 
row a Croſs upon that 'twill be a Bleſſing on my ſelf. You. 
e truſty, Eremio, and will aſſiſt me. 

Grem. To the Grave, my Lord. : | 
Byron, Let us deviſe then what Miſchief may be done— O, 
it the Cook, who dreſſes the Wedding-Dinner, were but of 
Mind, Gremzo ! | 

Grem, Wou'd I were the Cook then, my Lord! 

Byron. Say'ſt thou fo, Gremio— Give me thy Hand— I am 
ad to find the true Italian Spirit in thee— But hear me, does 
It this hated Brother of mine walk often alone in this ſoli- 
ry Foreſt ? | | 

Grem. He does, my Lord. 

Byron. And why is he ſuffer'd to do it fo often? 

Crem. My Lord 

Byron. Could not a Couple of honeſt Fellows take care he 
ould never walk there again? 

Crem. I underſtand you, my Lord Yes, I am one of thoſe 
neſt Fellows, and will undertake to procure a ſecond. 
Byron. Honeſt Gremio ! Thou ſhall't have no cauſe to com- 
in that Merit goes unrewarded— make uſe then of the firſt 
\ce wile Portunity — In the mean time II! be contriving how to 
kc the beſt Advantage of it——— This noble Spirit of thine 
ales me, Cremio; I am now convine'd there's ſuch a thing as 
e Friendſbip in the World — This Brother once got rid of — 
ther did I call him! He's no Brother of mine; I was born 
in 


| eff 


—— cc 
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In the pure State of Nature, he in the ſtale Marriage Bed. Bl 
| let's not ſpend our Time in talking, Gremio, let the Ad 
de done firſt, and then we'll talk of it with Rapture. 


When Tyrant's Frowns the free-born Will controul, 
Secret Revenge is Nectar to the Soul. 1 


e 2 
ern er 

| SCENE Continues. 
| Ener LUCILIA d DELIA. 


| Delia.>P Is true, Madam, the Lord Bellario ſhew'd 
[i higheſt Bravery and Dexterity. * 


1 | Lucil. Ay, he goes off Conqueror from the Ring, but n Il 

1 with the ſame Heart, I fancy, that he came in. 

| Delia. You levelbd ſuch Strokes at him, Madam, as "ti 
impoſſible he ſhould be proof againlt, 

3 Tuucil. I ſhould joy to find it to; but ſee yonder he com 


| with his old Tutor and Jocalo — We muſt know what : 
f talking of; however, we'll not interrupt 'em now, let us p, 
1 this Way, and meet them again by-and-by. Exeuſ Be. 
1 Enter BELL Ak IO, LUCENTIUS a4 JOCULOMI P- 
{| Bell. My good old Friend, I was quite enchanted ; tis H Be 
0 ſhe's always lovely, but that Moment a thouſand new Gracikeſt 
It redoubl'd the Charm of her Beauty; her Eyes beam'd with ll P- 
| | reſiſtible Luſtre ; when ſhe danc'd all Nature ſeem'd to ſmile wil 
. Approbation; : 
. The Foreſt Savages, in Raptures * ad, 
bi Stood liſtning to the Muſick of her Voice. 6 
bl Ev'n Orpheus Lute, tho' ſtrung with heavenly Art, hope 
Whoſe golden Touch could melt obdurate Steel, Be 
Make Tigers tame, and huge Leviathans if he 
Forſake unſounded Deeps to dance on Sands, P. 
Fell ſtill far ſnort of her melodious Strain. FH burtt 
ga Soh! *tis all over he's got into blank Verſe—M again 
Lord, one Word with you; I humbly requeſt I may be d B 


charged this Moment from benin any thing more to 9 
d 6 fl 


fair; for, ſince you are {0 far gane. as to talk Poetry, ro fore 3 
a are paſt hearing Reaſon any longer. "i 


Bell. In ſhort every thing ſhe did, every thing ſhe aig, bad 
ch Charms to-day, that I thought [ ſhould not poſſibly have 
antain'd my Reſolution, but thrown my ſelf at her Feet; * 
Leunonteſs'd my Paſſion at once. 

Lucen. And then ſhe would have trampl'd upon ou. 8 
ep but your Diſdain up, and ſhe'l ſoon lower here. 
Jocu. Did not I ſee to-day how ſhe labour'd to trap 36u? 


here was a Deſign againſt you in every Inch of her; there was 


ot a Pin about her but what was pointed full tilt-at your 
eart. Theſe Women are whimſical kind of Animals, my 


ord; we ſpoil 'em; yes, we quite ſpoil 'em, indeed: If we 


ere but wile enough to neglect 'em a little we ſhould have 
dn hunting us in Troops. 
a Lies. "Focal is in the right, my Lord: you hav, kit upon 
It ue beſt Method in the World, and I'll warrant it nnn if 
ou are but firm in't. 


t 70cz. In the mean time I'll go and hear what ſhe ſays. [Exit. | 


Enter PR OT H EUS. 
on Be. Well, Lord Protheut, did you mark the charming B= 
t Ml at the Sports? What think you of that Lady? 
sunt Prob. Why? would you buy her that you enquire after her? 
ren Beil. Is ſuch a Jewel to be purchas'd, Prothens ? 
LOS Prozh. Ves, and a Caſe to put it in to. 
s troy Be. You think it Jeſt, but pr'ythee tell me N low thou 
raceikeſt her. 
tn Prozb. Why, I ſay that were ſhe other than what he is ſhe 
cui ould be unhandſome; and being no other than what ſhe is 
don't like her There's her Couſin, if ſhe were not poſ- 
els'd with ſuch a Fury of a Tongue, exceeds her as much in 
eauty as the firſt of May doth the laſt of December But 1 
hope youhave no intent to turn Husband, have/you? 
Bell. J would ſcarce truſt my ſelf, tho? ſworn to the e 
f her Perſon were the Portion. 
Proth. Um Hath not the World one Man but what will 


burthen his Brows ; ſhall 1 never ſee a Batchelor of rea | 


— 1 again? 

e a Bell, Thou waſt ever an obſtinate Foe in deſpite of Beauty, 
nt 

fa | 1 6 | | Prat, 


4 
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Proth. That a WE conceived me, I thank her; that 
brought me up, 1 likewiſe give her moſt humble Thank 


but that I will wear my Cap with Suſpicion on their A I. 
count all Women muſt pardon me: Becauſe I will not 7. 
them the Wrong to miſtrult 15 [ will do myſelf the Ri L. 
to truſt none. | turn' 
Lucen. Come, come, young Lord, we ſhall ſee you ſon Jo 
time or other looking pale with 5 lone, 
Proth. With Anger, with Sickneſs, or with Hunger, goy L 
Lucentiut, but not with Love; prove that J ever loſe mo 70 
Blood with Love than I get again in an Evening's Drinkin coul 
and Ill give you leave to pick out my Eyes with a Bally L 
maker's Pen, and hang me up at the Door of a Brothel f 7 
the Sign of a blind Cpid. a fig 
Bell. Well, if ever thou doſt fall from this Reſolution L 
Proth. O let me be treated molt ſcurvily ; get a Picture d J 
me painted as vilely as poſſible, ſet it up at the publick Markd cam 
and ſignify under in great Letters — THIS 1S PROT HE him 
THE MARRY'D MAN. | my 
Bell. The Lady Liberia has a Quarrel with you for your L 
haviour to her at the Dance to-day. J 
Proth. O ſhe miſus'd me paſt the Indurance of a Block; 4 [ 
Oak with but one green Leaf on it would have anſwer'd het 9 
my very Viſor began to aſſume Life, and ſcold with her; | 1 
told me that I was the City-Jeſter, and that I was duller thu 
a great "Thaw ; that my only Gift was deviſing impoſſible Slay 4 
ders; that I both pleas'd Men and anger'd em; and that the . 
firſt Jaugh'd at me, and then broke my Bones. 4 
4 onal 8 Ha, ha, ha! Er 
Proth. Ves, huddling Jeſt upon Jeſt with ſuch icreſiſtibleFu ; 
ry on me, that I ſtood like a Man at a Mark with a whole At 1 


my ſhooting at me. — But yonder I fee her; my Lord, fare 
wel, I muſt get without reach of her. [Ext 

Lanes. And ſee, my Lord, Lacilia is coming this way with 
Focalo; let us turn careleſly into the Walks without ſnewing 
any Deſire of joining em. — Come, come, what d'ye look ſo 
earneſtly that way for now? —— Away, away: O' my Cot 
ſcience Men of Oze-and-iwenty want Tutors more than When 
they are Boys. 
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THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 
Enter LUCILIA aud JOCULO. 


Lucil. Are you familiar, Joculo, with Lord Bellaris? 
Jocu. O lack-a-day, Madam, we are old Acquaintance. 
Lucil. What was the Reaſon he did not walk on hither, but 


79 


turn'd another way when he ſaw me coming? 


Jocu. Tis a whimſical Mortal, Madam, and loves to be a- 


lone. 


Lucil. I muſt humble his Arrogance, Joculo. 


Jocu. Why troth, Madam, | chink you ſhould if you 


could. 


Lucil. If I could, Foculo ! 
Jocu. Why to tell you the truth, Madam, you would have | 


a tight Task of it. 


Lock How ſo? 


Jocu. How! why 'tis the proudeſt Animal you ever 


came nigh ; he thinks no body in the World is good enough for 


him; I wonder he condeſcends to let the Earth bear him, for 
my part. 

Lucil, And . he never ſpeak of me? 

Jocu. He! no not he. 

Lucil. Did he ſay nothing of my Sieg and Dancing? 

Jocu. No, not a Syllable, 

Lucil, Not a Syllable? 

Jocu. O yes, I lye, he did, now I recollect. 

Lucil. What, pr'ythee, what? 

Jocu. Why, he ſaid that you' interrupted their Sport. 

Lucil. Had he the Infolence to ſay that? | 

Jocu. Yes, and that Women had no Buſineſs at ſuch wigs 
Exerciſes. 

Lucil. Inſufferable! 

Jocu. Why he's as hard as a Flint, Madam; there's ne'er a 
Rock in our Mountains that's ſo inſenſible as be is. 

Lucil. There he walks. 

Jocu. Ay, d'ye ſee now how he goes by without taking any 
notice of you? 

Lucil. I'd give the World to triumph over him. 

Jocu. Why truly the Man's well made; he has a good F ace 
and Air enough. But, Madam, if you ſhould bring him 
10 ve you, pray what would you Jo! ? 


C2 Lacil 


— — 
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Lacil. O, then I ſhould delight my ſelf with triumphing ove 
his Vanity, and exerciſe ſuch Cruelties on him —— 

FJocu. He'll never yield. | | 

Lucil. Joculo, he muſt, he ſhall, 

Jocu. No, he won't ee [ KNOW. him too well; 
all Labour in vain. 

Lucil. Pr'ythee, Joculo, invent ſome Method or other; think 
of ſome way that we may lay a Snare for him. 

Jocu. Let me conſider a little. —— What can I deviſe — 
Humph ! | 

Lucil. Well, what is it? 

Jocu. Lack- -a-day, Madam, you are too haſty, my Brain is 
more deliberate. Oh, now I have it; we muſt — no that wont 
do: But if you were to go 

Lucil. Whither ? 

Jocu. Whither! ay, that's true, that's a fooliſh Deſi ien too.— 
But can't youa oq o“ 

Lucil. What? 

Jocu. Nothing at all — that won't do neither. 

Lucil. Have done with this idle Stuff, your Jeſting is unſer 
ſonable now. 

Jocu. Why, Madam, how ſhould ſuch a poor Fool as I give 
you any Advice ? Beſides, it would not be politick if I could; 
you know, Madam, that People of your Station give but ſcur- 
vy Wages for Counſel in Love-Affairs, and a preaching Cour: 
tier conſults his own Intereſt very ill by it: All I know is, that 
you great People will do in that Caſe juſt as $ you will, let the 
World cry Shame on't ever ſo much. 

Lucil. Pm fo perplex'd I know not what to do. — But ſee, 
he vouchſafes to turn this way at laſt. | 

Jocu. Ay, that's ſheer Accident; he does not do it on purpoſe, 
Pm ſure. 

Enter BELLARIO awd LUCENTIUS. 

Lacen, If you muſt accoſt her, remember your Part; and for 
fear you ſhould forget it, don't ſay long with her. 

Lucil, J was thinking, my Lord, *twas ſomething very ex- 
traordinary for one of your Age and Galantry to be at War 
With our Sex. 

Bell. You, Madam, have certainly no reaſon to be Curpriv 
at it, ſince *tis ſo agrecable to your own Sentiments. 
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Lucil. What's a Glory in our Sex, my Lord, is a Crime i in 
yours; Homage and Love are due to our Beauty, tho* we re- 
ſolve to continue inſenſible to *em. 

Bell. My Opinion would be different, Madam; If J had no 
deſign of returning Love, I ſhould not care to receive it. 

Lucil. Why ſo? 

Bell. Becauſe I would not willingly be ungrateful. 

Lucil. So that to avoid Ingratitude you'd be ſure to love 
I doſe who had an Affection for you. 

Bell. Not at all, Madam; I only ſay T would not willingly 
be ungrateful; but ran I ſhould ſooner be that pap amo- 
tous. 
oui Lucid, What, ſuppeſe a Perſon of Merit and Beauty. —— 

Bell. No, Madam, Liberty's the only Miftreſs to whom 1 
conſecrate my Vows; and ſhould laviſh Nature pour out all 
tr Charms to form a perfect Beauty; ſhould Wiſdom's ſelf in- 
ſpire the matchleſs Frame, and Fortune crown her with thg- 
nobleſt Honours ; ſhould ſuch a Miracle of all that's lovely 
dote on me with the utmoſt e it would not touch 

ſer my Heart. 

| Focu. Duce take him! I Com give him a Slap o' the Chops 
pe with all my Soul. Alide. 
108 Lacil. Hitherto then, my Lied; we have ſhew'd' a Confor- 
cur-Wmity of Sentiments; but Pll now intruſt you with a Secret 
ur tat may a little ſurpriſe you: The Merit of a certain young 
that N Nobdleman of Mantua has had ſuch an Effect upon me, that I 
the Ham become in ſome meaſure ſenſible of what I always diſ- 

dain'd: I am now therefore ready to anſwer my Father's ar- 
ſee; Meent Wiſhes. —— But you, | ſuppoſe, will condemn my De- 

bon, 
ole, | Bell. You might make ſuch a Choice, Madam, as I ſhould 

highly approve of. 

Lucil. Not to hold you in ſuſpence, Sir, *tis Lord Cloaio 1 
for declare for. 
Bell. Diſtraction 

e Lacil, My Invention has ſucceeded; I ſee he's ailturb' d. 
Var L Afide. 
„ 7x. Good, good, Madam 
sd Lucey, For ſhame, for name! take Courage, or you re un- 

done. [To Bell. 
cl, „ Lucil. 


ve 


— — 
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| Lacil. Don't you think me in the right, my Lord? Has not 
he all the Merit one could wiſh for? | 

Jocu. | Running firſt to Bellario, and then to Lucilia. ] Con 
rage, Courage! my Lord. — He's in for't, Madam. — Don't be 
diſhearten'd, I tell you. 

Lucen. Come, come, recover, recover, and anſwer my Lord, 

Lucil. How comes it that you ſeem ſo ſurpris'd at what I fay, 
Sir? I have gain'd the Victory at laſt. [ Afrae, 

Bell. Why the Aſtoniſhment, Madam, to find two Souls f 
alike in every reſpect as ours, which have ſhew'd at the ſame 
time a Defiance of Love, and in the very ſame Moment have 
both ſubmitted to its Power. A ſingle Glance, Madam, 
of your lovely Couſin, the charming Liberia, hath quite gt 
the better of all my Reſolutions ; and I — 

Lucil. How! Liberia! 

Bell. Yes, Madam: Now we can neither of us reproach 
the other. As I infinitely admire your Choice I hope you'l 
likewiſe approve of mine And would you be but ſo good s 
to plead my Cauſe, and help to make the Fair reward my Pak 
fon! —— This Moment I'll attend your Father, and ſtrive 1 


gain his Favour in my Suit. 


Lucen. | Aſide.) Beſſings on that Heart! brave Heart! brave 
iy done! brave Heart Exeunt Bell. and Luce 
Jocu. *Sbud ! he has ſtung her, he's even with her, i' gad 

[ Alla 

Lucil. Tis impoſſible, tis not to be belicy'd. — Shall ano 

ther run away with a Heart that I could not conquer? 
Enter GRATIANO. 

Lal. I'm glad you're come, Sir, I have a Requeſt to make 
you which I hope you'll grant me: *Tis, my Lord, not to liſten 
to Bellario's Requeſt, nor to ſuffer him to marry Liberia, who 
he's in love with, 

Grati. Why ſhould you be againſt that, Daughter, fi ſince 
you'll not accept of him yourſelf? 

Lucil. Becauſe I hate Bellario, and am determin'd to thwart 
his Pretenſions. 

Grati. Hate Bellario, Daughter ! 

Lucil. Ves, from my Heart. A 

Erati. What has he done to make you hate him? 


— 
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Lacil. He has flighted me, Sir. — *Tis a palpable Affront to 
make his Addreſſes in this Court to any one but me. 

Grati. Yow'll accept of none. 

Lucil. No matter, my Lord, he ought to have let me had the 
Glory of rejecting em however. 

Grati, Well, well, be eaſy, Daughter; I'll go find Bellario, 
and perſuade him to drop his Pretenfions, I warrant, [EExit. 

Lacil. My Lord you give me Tranſport by your Kind- 
neſs. 

Jocu. Dear Heart, Madam, I have thought of a way of pre- 
venting his being Liberia's effectually. 

Lacil. Which way, Foculo ? 

Jocu. By taking him yourſelf, which I fanſy would not go 
much againſt the Grain. 

Lucil. Have you the Inſolence to utter ſuch a thing! Out of 
my Preſence this Moment. 

Jocu. So, 1 am a diſgrac'd Favourite at once, but I deſerve 
it; I might have been a better Courtier by this time, and learnt 
never to ſpeak my Thoughts. — Madam, 1— 

Lacil. Silence, Sir, and leave me alone. [Exit Joculo. } 
What unuſual Emotions is my Heart diſorder'd with! Is it 
not what I was juſt now told it was? No, 'tis impoſſible; 
can never be guilty of ſo infamous a Weakneſs: I who. 
have ſeen, unmov'd, fo many Lovers at my Feet, whom 
dighs, Vows, Homage, and Adoration could never touch ; 
and ſhall Diſdain triumph over me? No, no, no, I know 1 
don't love him; 'tis only Reſentment, and therefore I'll 
think of nothing but how to humble the preſumptuous Re- 
bel. Z LExit. 


SCENE changes. 


Euter JOCULO ad DELIA. 


Jocu. Hark ye, dear Madam Delia, a Word with you, if you 
pleaſe. 

Delia. No Impertinence, Sir. 

Jocu. ¶ Aſide.] Hah! Madam Pert! A true Abigail every 
P11 have a little Diverſion with her ſince that's 
the Caſe. — Harkye, Mrs. Delia, I would adviſe you not to be 


ſo coy; 'tis quite out of faſhion, upon my Honour it is, — 


— — — 
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; Bs you can't afford it now-a-days; if you don't get you ai haſt 
Husband before you are One-and-twenty you'll be Lure nevet WW with 
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to get one at all. 7 

Delia. Hah! and why ſo pray, Sir? bret 

Jocu. Becauſe you can neither EP your heres or Com-; bo 
4 plexion any longer. of J 
1 Delia. No, for what reaſon, wiſe Sir? he? 
$ Jocu. By reaſon of your playing Cards all Night, Madan ſing, 
[* and drinking Strong-Waters all Day. yet, 


| Delia. Fi od], farewel, [ keep no ſuch unmannerly Compam . 

[1 [ Ranning from him, Mitbii; 

ö Jocu. . Ber.] Nay, pr'ythee ſtay you dear hard- 

hearted Creature ; if Gries was to defire it you'd conlengy 

| Warrant ye, | 

þ Delia. And what then, art thou a Eremio? No, he diverts e 
and pleaſes me with his ſweet Voice; you deafen me with your 
impertinent Clack; I hate and deſpiſe a Fool's Wit as much as 
I do his ridiculous Coat: When you fing as ſweetly as Eremit 
does I'll promile to ſtay and hear you. 

Jocu. Indeed, Delia, you muſt ſtay now. 

Delia. Well, I will ſtay then, provided thou wilt promile 
me one thing. 

Foca, Ay, ay, with all my Heart. —— But hold, what is it 

tho? I Murr 

Delia. Why, that you'll go, Booby. 1 

Jocu. Heyday, Madam Delia, that is not right for you to 
turn Jeſter, and take my Buſineſs off my Hands. 

Delia. You ſhould give your Miſtreſs better Jeſts then, or 
elſe her Fool's Jacket is ill beſtow'd. 

Jocu. O Miſtreſs Delia, the Buſineſs of a Jeſter is not like 
that of a Chambermaid; to lye well, and jeſt well, are two 
different things, — Tis much eaſier to cheat People, than to 
make 'em laugh. | 

Delia. Silence, Impudence, and don't open thy boeh Chops, 
or elſe I'll leave the Place this Moment. 

Jocu. What! not ſpeak? 

Delia. No, be ſure you don't. 

FJocu. Well, I won't then. [ Conrting a; i, dumb Shew. 

Delia. Pr'ythee don't diſtort that little ſcurvy Carcaſe of 


Wine; thou need'ſt not take pains to make ugly Faces, for thou th 
haſt 


2 
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mike 


is it 
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haſt one ready made to thy Hands. — Where is this'Gremio ? 1 


wiſh he was here to entertain one with a Song. 


Jocu. Ay, all your fine Ladies now-a-days are to be taken 
by the Ear: If a Man has but a tuneable Gullet *tis enough. 
'Shobs!| why can't I ſing as well as another? Han'tI a pair 
of Lungs? Han't I a Throat? Han't I a Tongue as well as 
he? And I was not born in England, was I? Yes, yes, I can 
fins, I'm ſare 1 can, tho? no body has happen'd to find it out 
yet, and tho? I don't know it myſelf neither. 

Delia. I ſhould be glad to hear thee for the rarity of the 
thing. But harkye, Joculo, there's but one way you can poſ- 
fibly gain my Affection; I want the glory of having ſome- 
body die for Love of me; that's a Pleaſure I have never had 
yet, and I find I ſhould love a Man prodigiouſly that loy'd 
me enough to hang or drown himſelf for me. 

Jocu. You'd love a Man that was to kill "RUnIElT for you, 
rould you? | 
Delia Yes. ; 

Joca. And that's the only thing that can pleaſe 1005 iS it, | 
Madam? | 
Delia. Ay. ts 
Joc. Um I believe *twill be ſome time then before I 
hall pleaſe you that way. Ha, ha, ha! kill myſelf, with a 
nurrain! no, Pm not quite enough in Love to be ſuch a F ool 
$ that comes to neither. Let your Song-monger ſing ſome 
Ilmal Ditty now, and then cut his warbling Gullet in two 
r your ſake, — Since, Madam Delia, you muſt needs have 
Sacrifice, I don't know a Calf that's fitter for the pur- 
ole. | | 
Delia. Is this the Heroiſm of a Lover, Fouls, when you 
al ſuch an Opportunity to eternaliſe yourſelf? 
Jocu. 1 don't know whether 'tis good Heroiſm or not, but 
m ſure *tis good Politicks ; - I'd rather People ſhould ſay 
this Place Joculo was cowardly enough to refuſe to kill him. 
if at Delia's Requeſt, than — On this illuſtrious Spot of Earth 
e heroick Joculo ſHot CVS, thro' the Head for Love of the 
autegus Delia. 
Delia, Very well! | 
Jocu. Yes, with Glory's leave, I'd rather live two Days 
the World than a thouſand Years in Hiſtory ; ſo Madam 
Delia, 


We 


IL only wonder how any body can take it in their Head to lii 
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Delia, your Servant, I'll ev'n go ſeek out a Miſtreſs that wil 
be contented with what a Man can do for her in this Life, 
and you may take your Sign of a Man, your Echo, you | 
Semiquaver, to pipe with. | [Exit Joculo I. 
Delia. Get thee gone, thou Bear, thou unpoliſh'd Brute. L 
But here comes my Lady and Liberia in earneſt Diſcourſe; Ncaſt 
believe I had &en beſt leave em to themſelves. LExi that 
Enter LUCILIA and LIBERIA. Bear 
Lucil. I have one Requeſt to make you, Couſin, which you 
mult abſolutely graut me; the Lord Bellario loves you, and i 


reſolv'd to ask you of my Father. L 
Lib. The Lord Bellario! L. 
Lacil. Yes, but I conjure you to reje& his Addreſſes; I U he. 

fire and beg it of you that you'll gratify me in this. is lo 
Lib. But, Couſin, if he lov'd you, you would not have bin that 

Jou ſay — which is a Fib, by the by, [Aſide. ] and ec 

you'll not let him be another's. : een 
Lacil. No, I can't bear to ſee him happy with another; if / bc 


was J believe I ſhould die with Vexation; he ſhan't have th 
Pleaſure of braving me intirely. 

Lib. Well, well, don't be afraid, my dear Child, I'll not ſte 
thy Bird's Neſt from thee. — And d'ye really think me fo blii 
as not to ſee plainly what you'd be at? ——Well, I ſay nothing 


ſach a gloomy Mortal as that is. — All I know is, that if en 
I do dance the Weoding-Dance, 1 I'll not have an Elbow- Cui 
for my Partner. 
Lucil. I muſt confeſs, Couſin, he's — 85 of too ſolitary 
Diſpoſition. 
Lib. It would be an excellent Man that were made juſt i 
the midway between him and Protheus; the one is too like 4 
Image, and ſays nothing; the other too like my Lady's eli 
Son perpetually tatling. 
Lacil. Then half Protheus Impertinence in Bellario's Mob 
and half Bellario's Melancholy in Protheas Face. —— 
Lib. With a good Leg, white Teeth, and Mony enough! 
his Purſe, Couſin, would win any Woman in Enrope—it | 
could but get her Good-will. 
Lacil. O' my Conſcience, Coulin, thou will't never get 
Man to venture upon thee with that perſecuting Wit of 1 
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Lib. For which Bleſſing I am on my Knees every Morning 
and Evening. —— Lud! I could not endure a Husband with, 2 
Beard on his Face; I had rather lie in Woollen. 
Lucil. Suppoſe a Husband of no Beard, Child — _— 
Lib. Ah lah! what ſhould I do with him? dreſs him in my 
caſt Clothes, and make him my Waiting-Gentle woman: He 
that hath a Beard is more than a Youth, and he that hath no 
Beard mult be leſs than a Man; ſo that be who's more than a 
Youth is not fit for me; and he that's leſs than a Man, | believe, 

[| hould not be fit for him. 

Lacil. Poor Liberia] doom'd to die a Virgin at laſt. 

Lib. Even fo, my Dear, and then, Heigh for Elyfum 
where the Batchelors tit, and there live as merry as the Day 
35 long. —— And yet, my Dear, I'm ſadly afraid ſometimes 
hat 1 ſhan't be able to hold out to the laſt; I now and then 
eel ſome ſtrange kind of Twitchings about this filly Heart, 
mine, that makes me fear 1 ſhould ſurrender if I was cloſe- , 
ly beſieg'd. | 


$]...Q' Me: 


I like the am'rous Youth that's free 

His Paſſion to declare, . 
For vig'rous Importunity 

Ne' er fails to win the Fair. 


None Cupid fear but Fools, the Boy 


itary Hurts none who valiant prove; 
He's Sweetneſs all, aud gentle Foy, 
juſt i | To thoſe whore Sill d in Love. 
like 4M 
- eldd Then love, my Dear, and * uce Life s Prime 
So ſwiftly flies away, 


Let's by the Forelock ſeize old Time, 
Aud revel whilſt we may, | Exeunt Hand in Hand, 


End of the Second AF. 


1 


—————— 
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#48 CEN E, A State-Room in the Palace, 


buſy in pretending to inform great People; but P11 be wiſer fa 
the future. 


— — . — . ́— eas. 


ec 
F ER 


Enter JOCULO, iz 4 great Harry, 


Jocu. HICH way ſhall I go? Whither ſhall I run? Hoy 
ſhall I find out this Lady of ours ? 

Enter LU CILIA, LIBERIA, and DELIA. 

O here ſhe is. — Madam, I'm come to let you know —— 
Lucil. Peace, Blockhead, and leave me to my ſolit 
Thoughts. 
Jocu. O! with all my Heart, Madam. — Wo yes, I onh 
thought that I ought to inform you how the Lord Bellari- 
but I humbly beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon; ſince you don't cat 
to hear of it Il pocket up my News, and be gone as I canroc! 
UL Coin 
Lucil. What's that you ſay, Joculo? Come back. 
Jocu. No, Madam, I leave you to your ſolitary Thoughts 

Lacil. Stay, 1 tell you, come hither : What did you ſay? 

 Foca, I, Madam! nothing at all—— one's ſometimes ove! 


Lacil. I'll be trifl'd with no n Sir; what id 708 com 
to tell me? 

Jocu. You'd fain know it then, would you, Madam? 

Lucil. Ves, make haſte what have you to ſay about tit 
Lord Bellario? 

Jocu. A wonderful Accident, Madam! But I'm afraid 'twi 
diſturb your ſolitary Thoughts I had better put it off till! anc 
ther Opportunity. * 


Lucil. Speak quickly, Sir or 

Jocu. Why, as your Father, Madam, was walking in t 
Foreſt a couple of horrible Ruffians, in Masks, darted 0! 
upon him: There were but two pitiful Wretches of us Wi 
8 py 8 hin 


im; each of whom immediately gain'd his Tree, and your Fa- 
her was left alone to take care of himſelf—— 4 
Lucil. And then | 
Jocu. No, hold, 1 before I 908 any farther I muſt 
eds ſay how fooliſh *tis in People to expoſe themſelves and 
hoſe that fre about 'em to ſuch kind of Dangers : *Tis what I 
on't underſtand, and what | 
ce. £5. Will you dare, Sir, o tempt my Reſentment any 
onger? 
Jocu. Well, then, to reſume the Thread of my Diſcourſe— 
Vhereabouts did I break off tho! ? 
Howl Lei. You ſaid my Father was left alone to encounter the 
Rufhans, 

Jocu. Ay, ay, tis true, true When that Moment, Ma- 
am, the Lord Bellario appear'd juſt as if he had been drop'd 
ut of the Clouds to ſave him. 

Lucil. And ſo 


id welUring in his Blood, and the other fled for't— Your Father, 
Il of Joy, as you may imagine, embrac'd the valiant Bellario, 
roclaim'd him his preſent Deliverer, and your future Husband. 
Lacil, Ay, Liberia, ſince Heaven ſpeaks ſo plainly in his Fa- 
our *twou'd be Preſumption in me to reje& its Choice. 
Lib. [Aſide.] Yes, yes, I know it would you'll not at- 


mpt any ſuch thing I'm certain- Why, truly Couſin, I 
fink *tis your Duty now to make a Curtſy, — ſay, As it pleaſe 


d; and yet for all that, if it were not a Fellow I lik d, I 
ould make another Curtſy, and ſay, As it pleaſes me. 

Lucil. But, if his Diſdain ſtill continue, I'll ſooner ——— 
Jocu. O, no, no, Madam, he was in Exceſs of Tranſport 
t your Father's Declaration but ſee, here he comes, let him 
Mnſwer for himſelf. 

Enter GRATIANO, BELLARIO, c. 


ou; Heaven, you ſee, has explain'd it felf in favour of this 
Lord, and ſure, my dear Child, you'll not refuſe the Recom- 
enſe of your Smiles to one who ſav'd your Father's Life. 


Lucil. My Lord, that's not a Recompenle which Bellario 
red oeſires. 


us wil £e/l. Forgive me, Madam, if I have Ambition enough 7 
| | | aſpire 
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Joc u. Why, one of the Villains, Madam, was immediately | 


Grati. Daughter, you have heard already all that I can tell 
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ther, I muſt ſubmit; and at the ſame time muſt confeſs that 
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aſpire ſo high—— I have too long deceiv'd you, Madam, hy Li 
now throw off the Veil, and ſpeak the real Language of mil” 
Soul ; all that Diſguiſe was the laſt Shift of a deſpairing Pat 1 
ſion; I languiſh'd, I dy'd for Love all the while: And if thi Li 
Stratagem offends you, Madam, I'm ready to expiate the Crim 10 
of it any way you ſhall command me. N | 

Lucil. My Lord, it it be the Will of Heav'n and my Fg ool 


can't blame your Stratagem, and am better pleas'd that y¹ r 
you ſaid to me was only a Pretence, than if it had been Tru 
Bell. Silence is the perfecteſt Herald of Joy, Madam Ive 
dut little happy, if I could ſay how much— As you conſent 
be mine I'll for ever be ſolely yours; I give _ my ſelf f | 
you, and dote on the Exchange. * 
Grati. My dear Child, you ſo tranſport me with this Gol 
neſs and Duty, that Joy can't ſhew it ſelf modeſt enough wit 
out a Badge of Bitterneſs. [Lee 
Lib. Soh! thus goes every one to the World but 1, and| 
am Sun-burnt; I may fit in a Corner and cry heigh- -ho for 
Husband. 
Grati. Well, Neice, I hope to ſee you in a ſhort tin 
| fitted with one. 
* <Lib, Not till Heaven make Men of ſome other Mou 
Would not it grieve a Woman to be over-maſter'd' by a Piet 
of valiant Duſt; to give an Account of her Life to a Clodd 
wayward Marl ? | 
Bell. You have a merry Heart, fair Lady. 
Lib. Yes, my Lord, I thank it poor Fool, it keeps on tis 
windy fide of Care. * 
Bell. Vil get a Husband to your Mind, Lady W 
Lib. You-- Aide.) I had rather have one of your Father 
getting— Hath your Lordſhip ne'er a Brother like your ſelf 
he'd make an excellent Husband, if a Maid could but com 
by him. 
Lacil. Ay, my Dear, Protheus muſt be the Man after all 
Lib. Not unleſs I might have another for change, Couſin 
He's too coſtly to wear every Day—— My Lord, you promise 
to take nothing amiſs that I ſay. 
Grati. No, ſweet Neice, they muſt be dull Dotards indes 
that did — but they tell me you have loſt Lord Proghens Heaſi 
by your Rallery. Li 
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Lib. He lent it me for a while, indeed, and 1 ou vim Uſe 

T or it; a double Heart for a ſingle one. 

45 Bell. I'll tell him what you ſay, Lady ! 

Lib. Do, do, he'll but break a Compariſon or two on me, which 

i not taken notice of, and laugh'd at, ſtrikes him at once into 
elancholy; and then there's a Partridge? Wing ſav'd, for the 

'ool will eat no Supper that Night. 

Lucil. Look'e, my Dear, you two mult never be ſeparated ; 
our Humours tally to the greateſt nicety. 

Lib. He, roaſt him, there's no Appearance. of Humour in 

im, unleſs it be the Humour he has for ſtrange Diſguiſes : As 

o be a German to-day, and a Frenchman to-morrow ; and 
ext Day in the Shape of two Countries at once, a Datchman 
rom the Waſte downward, all Trowſers; and a Spaniard from 
he Hip upward, no Doublet. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha 

Lib. Well, Couſins, Fortune give you Joy with one another 
Il go and prepare things neceſlary for your Nuptials. [ Ex. Lib. 

Bell. An entertaining chearful Creature ! 

Lacil. She has little of the melancholy Element in her, indeed. 

Grati. No, ſhe's never grave but when ſhe ſleeps - Nay, not 
hen neither, for I have heard my Daughter ſay that ſhe hath often 
reamt of ſomething merry, and wak'd herſelf with laughing. 
Bell. She'd make an excellent Wife for Pratheus. 


alk themſelves mad. 

Grati. However, my Lord, as your Nuptials cannot be ce- 

brated ere to-morrow; and as Time ſeems to go on Crutches 

) youthful Lovers, 'till Hymen's Rites are all fulfil'd, let us 

the Interim, to paſs it over the pleaſanter, undertake to bring 

hoſe two Reprobates together: I would fain have it a Match, 

ethiuks. 

Jocu. O that will be no difficult Task, for they are above half 
an and Wite already. 

Bell. How ſo? 

Jocu. Becauſe they 5 are always abafing. one another; ſo Matri- 
ony will be only a proper Licenſe to do it for the future. 


ouſin 


indeen other into Matrimony, and l'm apt to think that will be their 


j? 1 | G Ig 


Lucil. Lack-a-day, if they were but a Week mſn me > 


Bell. Tis no uncommon thing indeed for People to rally one 


——U— ec, 
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- Grati. I make no queſtion of accompliſhing it if you'll . 
your Aſſiſtance in the Way I ſhall direct. | 
Jocu. I am for you, my Lord, tho” it coſt me ten Nie 


Watching, and ten Meals faſting. "I 
Delia. And I, my Lord, to the utmoſt. | 
Erati. What ſay you, Daughter? 0 
Lacil, VI de any modeſt Office, my Lord, to help mi mu. 
Couſin to a good Husband. ; wh 
Bell. And Protheus will e no bad one, Pl anſwer fa! 7 
him. | G 


Grati. I'll teach you how to humour your Couſi in, that fly nigh 


ſhall fall in love with him— and JI, with your Helps, will f B 
practiſe on Protheus that, in ſpite of his quick Wit and quei © 
Stomach, he ſhall dote upon Liberia Come in with nM to t 
Daughter, and you Lord Bellario, and Pll acquaint you will mar: 
my latention. LE, BE 
Enter BYRON and GRE MIO. 6 

Byron. Are we again diſappointed then! f 39 kill! 
Grem. Again, my Lord. | | By 
Byron. Gratiano ſtill lives it ſeems! Wiſt 
Grem. He does indeed, my Lord. 6 


Byron. Revenge live with him! and the Lord Bellario u knov 
marry his Daughter, hey? This Match ſhall be— goes it not ſoi even 
Grem. Yes, my Lord, if we can't crols it. tell h 
Byron. Any Bar, any Croſs, any Impediment will be Mel ing h 
eine to me: I am ſick of Abhorrence to the whole Crew Wine 
'em, and any thing that thwarts their Inclinations will tally wi::i-, | 


mine— but which way is it to be done? Delia 
Grem. Not honeſtly, my Lord, but fo cunningly that 10 Dl have 
honeſty ſhall be ſuffer'd to appear. but J 


Byron. That's enough; no body now-a- days aims at more 21 
*tis the Mask, not the Meaning that's now regarded— Lead Gre 
Coin, if it be but well gilt, goes as current as the beſt— and ſhall | 
ſucceſsful piece of Villany loſes its Name, tor the whole Work once. 


immediately ſtile it a Vertue. Byr 
Grem. Since 'tis ſo, my Lord, thoſe that will flinch at ® practic 
| ng tO gain their Ends deſerve to ſuffer for it. Gre, 


Byron. True— for what have People to do with Vertue Ping ff 
arri in an Age where they are ſure to ſtarve by medling Wil Eye 


'em! Vice and Folly, united, is at preſent the reigning F aſmoffr nable 
Grei 
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Grem. And a Faſhion that every body runs into as faſt as 
they Can. 

Byron. The World's in the right on't, = ev'ry one that 
knows the World ought to give into it— and therefore tell me 
quickly by what Piece 'of Villany I can bring about my Revenge, 

Erem. I think I told you, my Lord, ſome time ago how 
ui mach JI am in the good Graces of Delia, Lucilia's F avourites 

who always lies in the ſame Apartment with her. 
fa Byron. What of that? 

Grem. I can prevail on her to diſcourſe with me at a mid- 
night Hour out of her Lady's Chamber- Window 

Byron, Suppoſe ſo—— but what then? 

Grem. The Poiſon of that lies in you to temper : Go you 
to the Lord Bellario, tell him that he wrongs his Honour in 
marrying ſuch a contaminated Wanton as Lacilia. 

Byron. What Proof ſhall I make of that? 

Ga Proof enough to deceive Bellario, ruin Lacilia, and 
kill your Brother D'ye want any thing more? 

Byron, No, that would be even beyond the V anity of uy 
Wiſhes. 5 
Grem, Go then this Evening to Bellario, tell him that you 
know he's greatly impos'd on, and that Lacilia confers Favours 
even on your Slave: He'll not believe this without Evidence; 
tell him he ſhall have it ; and that no leſs than ſeeing her, hear- 
ing her converſe with "with at midnight trom her Chamber- 
Window; hear Gremio call her Lucilia, and ſhe call him Gre- 
mio, (for on ſome ſpecious Pretence or other I'll prevail on 
Delia to diſcourſe under fuch a Diſguiſe.) Tell him he ſhall 
ave Proof of it this very Night; in the mean time Fl go find 

out Delia, and prepare her for the Buſineſs. 

Byron. o my Word this bears the Face of going well, , 
Grem. Fear it not— FI fo faſhion the Matter that Jealouſy 
ſhall be call'd Affurance, and all the Buſineſs overthrown at 

Wonce. 

Byron. Let the . be what it may, I'll put it in 
practice — be thou but cunning in the working 

rem. Be you but conſtant in the Accuſation, and my Cun- 
ping ſhan't diſgrace me. 

Byron. V!l reward thee beyond thy Wiſhes, if thou doſt but 
table me to accompliſh my Purpoſe, Exeunt ſeveraily. 


D | SC EN 
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SCENE a Garden. 


(G1 
„ . ſo de 
Proth, I do much wonder that one Man, ſeeing how mudll in ce 
another is a Fool when he gives himſelf up to Love, will, aft is ce: 
he has laugh'd at ſuch Follies in others, become the Subjec 0 P. 
his own Scorn by doing the ſame — Juſt ſuch a Man is HhH B- 
Lord Bellario: I have known when there was no Muſick will 7. 
him but the Drum and the Fife, and now will he fit expirinf Gr 
at the Squeak of a Fiddle or an Eunuch's Pipe: I have knowl then. 
when he would have ſlept on the cold Ground in a good C ©: 
of Mail, and now will he lie on a Down- Bed ten Nights aa 7: 
| deviſing the Faſhion of a new Doublet. May I be ſo transfomi GC: 
while I ſee with theſe Eyes! I cannot tell, I think not: IV will 
not be {worn indeed, but Love may transform me into a Muſe 70 
but till it has made me as lifeleſs as a Muſcle it ſhall never mi be u 
me ſuch an Oaf. One Woman is fair, yet I am well anothe . Clo: 
wiſe, yet I am well; another is virtuous, I till am well— bur GC: 
all Graces join in one Woman no Woman ſhall be join'dt Te 
me. Noble ſhe ſhall be, that's certain; wiſe, or I'11 have nol Nan 
vertuous, or Il not cheapen her; handſome, or [11 never H and 
on her; very young, of rare Diſcretion, and her Hair ſhall who 
of what Colour it pleaſes Heaven —— Now that there b. 
was, nor ever will be ſuch a Woman is beyond a Queſtia ie v 
and therefore that I never {hall be in love is out of diſput Gra 
O here comes the Duke and Monſicur Lobe; Pl] retire into u ſerv. 
Arbour and hear their Conference. B 
Enter GRATIANO, BELL ARIO, and ]O CU cible 
Grati. See there he fits in yonder fragrant Bower, 7 
Where ſpreading Woodbines, ripen'd by the Sun, beat 
Forbid the Sun.to enter c like to Favourites Pati 
Made proud by Princes, who advance their Pride G 
Againſt that Power that rais'd it. | lo | 
Jocu. Ay, he's cloſe in his Covert, we'll give the Fox hi} may 
| Penny worth. — But let us go a little nearer tho”, that he may 101 F 
none of the Bait. bear 
Bell. What was you ſaying to me this Morning, my Loi ir. C 
That the Lady Liberia had an Affection for Lord Prothens * | : 
it fc 


Gratz. | was ſaying fo, my Lord. 


Bell. 1 never thought that Lady would have been fond Y 5 


any Man. Gra if h 


— em am. he 
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Grati. Nor I neither, but 'tis moſt wonderful that ſhe ſhould 
o dote on this Prozhens, whom ſhe has always ſeem'd to hold 
in contempt— but that ſhe does dote on him molt exceflively 
is certain. 

Proth. Is it poſſible ! fits the Wind in that Corner ? 

Bell. Perhaps ſhe only counterfeits a Paſſion. 

Jocu. Like enough, Pgad, 

Grati. There was never Counterfeit came ſo near the Lite 
then. 

Bell. What Marks doth ſhe ſhew of it? þ 

7oca. Bait the Hook well--- the Gudgeon will bite, I ſee that, 

Grati, What Marks, my Lord? Why, ſhe will fit you, ſhe 
will fit you—— You heard my Daughter ſay how, Joculo. 

Jocu. Ay, ſo I did, indeed, I ſhall never forget it— She'll 
be up tweaty Times a Night, and there will ſhe fit, without any 
Clothes on, *till ſhe have wrote a whole Sheet of Paper. 

Grati, Ay, my Daughter told us all. | 

Jocu. When ſhe comes to read it over ſhe finds Protheus“ 
Name in ev'ry Line; then ſhe tears it into a thouſand Pieces, 
and rails at her ſelf in ſuch a manner— What, ſays ſhe, ſhall I 
who have encounter'd him ſo long with Scorn fall in love with 
him at laſt! —T meaſure him, ſays ſhe, by my own Spirit; for if 
he was to grow fond of me I ſhould trample over him to the 
Grave; nay, tho? 1 love him I ſhould, and he would as certaiuly | 
ſerve me the ſame. 

Bell. You aſtoniſh me; I thought her Heart had been invin- 
Cible. 

Jocu. After this down ſhe falls upon her Knees, fi ighs, ſobs, 
beats her Breaſt, tears her Hair, prays, cries--- Heav'n give me 
Patience! O ſweet Prozhens ! | 

Grati. She doth indeed, and her Extaſy carries her ſometimes 
lo far that my Daughter is afraid what the Conſequence 
may be. 

Proth. T ſhould think this a Gull now, but that the white- 
dearded Fellow ſpeaks it — Knavery cannot ſure hide it ſeif 
in ſo much Reverence. 
Bell. I think Lord Protheus ſhould be made acquainted with 
It for fear of any bad Event. 

Jocn, O lack-a-day, my Lord, he'd only make a Jeſt of it 
if he was, and tornlentethe poor Creature worſe. _ 

D 2 Bell, 
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Bell. Why then it would be a Merit to hang the B ſuch 
an excellent Girl as that is. 


Jocu. She's a little Cabinet of Perfections; fair young, pru- Prot 
dent, virtuous, genteel, good · natur d, chearful, * and born,: 
ide. hy it 
Grati, Wiſe in every thing, but loving this Prozheas. behave 
Bell. O, my Lord, Wiſdom and Blood combating in ber 
youthful a /Breaſt we have ten Proofs to one that Blood gets ever t 
the Victory However let us tel Prothens of it, and ſee how Hat he 
he'll behave. ady's 
Grati. Should we, think you? or lov 
Jocu. No, I think not, no by no means, no for I'm cer Nom, 1 
tain ſhe would die ſooner than let her Affection be known tog in! 
him, or than bate a Breath of her uſual Rallery at him. nd Re 
| Bell, That's well judg*d—for if ſhe was to give the leaſt way, latrin 
* that Lord has ſuch a haughty inſolent Spirit, he would uſe her MM «þ<r-! 
with Contempt for it. lo, th 
Grati. Tis a pity, for the Man has a great many valuable patche! 
Accompliſhments. ere CC 
Jocu. Ves, a jolly graceful Man, and very valiant, I aſſue me! 
you— Nay, and wiſe too, as you may fee in his Management 
of Quarrels ; : for he either avoids *em with great Diſcretion, o IM L. 
undertakes *em with a prudent Fear. Prot 


Prot h. Soh, Soh! how finely I am decypher'd by this Raſcal. MI £5. 
Grati. However let us ſay nothing to him of this TORY let Mou 


her even try to wear it out. Prot 

Jocu. Ah poor Soul! that's impoſſible—— ſhe'll wear her give 
Heart out firſt. | Lib. 
' Graii, Well, we'll hear farther of it; let it reſt for the pre- ains 
ſent. Come, my Lord, ſhall we walk? dne 1 

Focn. If he does not dote on her by this time I'll conſent to Pro- 
be skinn'd. hope 


Grati. The ſame Net muſt be ſpread for her which your L.. 
Miſtreſs, Delia, and your ſelf, Foculo, muſt manage: The Di- Id ct: 
verſion will be when they hold an Opinion of one another's fro: 
AﬀeSion— that's the Scene that I would ſee— Come, let's tay: 
be gone, and give him a breathing time. LIE 

Jocu. He's fall up to the Chin, half choak'd I'll engage for uke 
him. [ Exeaut. ther 


tb, 


Euter 


THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 37 
Enter PROTHEUS. ; 

Proth. This can be no Trick, the Conference was ſeriouſly 
born, and they have the Truth of it from Lucilia. Love me! 
hy it muſt be requited ; I hear how I'm cenſur'd : They ſay L'II 
bchave proudly if I perceive her Inclinations ; the lay 00 that 
ſo Wl! rather die than give any Sign of her Affection I did 
ets Fever think to marry— I muſt not ſeem proud— Happy are they 
ow Wat hear their Faults, and put 'em to mending— They ſay the 
ady's fair — tis a Truth; and virtuous---ſhe is ſo ; and wiſe, but 
or loving me— By my Troth that's no Addition to her Wiſ⸗ 
er- om, nor any great Argument of her Folly, for PII be horri- 
to y in love with her. I may chance to have ſome odd Quirps 
nd Remnants of Wit broken on me, becauſe I have rail'd at 
ray, latrimony ſo long; but ſhall Quirps and Sentences, and thoſe 
hee MF aper-Bullets of the Brain frighten a Man from his Humour? 
lo, the World muſt be peop!'d : When I ſaid I would die a 
ble achelor I did not think I ſhould live *till I were marry'd. O 
ere comes Liberia, by this Light ſhe's a beautiful Lady 1 

ure me Marks of Love in her already. | 


ent WM Enter LIBERIA. 
oO L.. What alone in Contemplation, Lord Prothens? 
Proth. Yes, Fair Lady. 
Cal. Lib. The Banquet is ready yonder, and they wait for you ; 
let ul! make better uſe of your Time if you'll go there. 
| Proth. Fair Lady, I thank you for the Pains you have taken 
her give me that Information. 
| Lib. ] took no more Pains for thoſe Thanks than you took 
re- Mains to thank me: If it had been painful I would not have 
ne it. 
to Proth. You took Pleaſure __ ſweet Liberia, in doing it, 
hope. 
our LC. Juſt as much as you may take upon a Knife's Point, 
Di- choke a Daw withal. 
er's Pb. [4/ide.) Hum-— there's a double Meaning in what 
et's Fs: I 70% mo more Pains for thoſe Thanks than you took 
ins to thank me — That's ſo much as to lay any Pains that 
ke for you is as eaſy as Thanks. I'll try her a little 
ther, 


ib. Well, your Servant, my Lord. 


D 3 Proth. 
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Proth. Why i in ſo much Haſte, ſweet Lady, can't you thro Pr 
away a few of your cheerful Moments on me? iffer 

Lib. Hey! what does the Man mean? [A/ ide, } What want v 
that you was ſaying, my Lord? en 


Proth. 1 ſhould be glad methinks to . Madam, upoſ ey! 
what Account your Ladyſhip's Rallery on me has been ſo exÞelth« 
ceedingly tart of late ; ſure, fair Lady, I am not deſerving er P 


ſach Treatment. 0 nc 
Lib. Sir !— The Man's turn'd Fool ſure. [ Afide.} Um a 
Proth. You find nothing in my Perſon I hope, Liberia I 


Lib. Oh no, nothing at all but Faults from Head to Foot 

Proth. What my Leg's too big, Pl warrant. 

Lib. No, 'tis too little. | Lib 

Prot h. As to my Face. 

Seth. Oh, *tis a mighty fair one. 

Proth. Nay, there you're out, Libera, for "tis a black on 
Pi be ſworn. Bur Pearls indeed are fair, and 'tis an old 89 
ing, that black Men are Pearls in beauteous Ladies Sight - 
you can find no Fault with my Eyes, I preſume. 

Lib. Oh, my Lord, there's no objecting to them, they a 
ſo violently bright — that I could never bear to look at 'em. 

Proth. A crafty Gipſy ! ſhe's playing her Part, and ende 
vours to conceal her Affection from me—=—— Howere 
fair Lady, I hope my Diſcourſe is agreeable to you. 

Lib. Your Diſcourſe — um—— Why, but very indiffere 
When you talk of War. 

Proth. But much fo when I diſcourſe of Love, my fair one 

Lib. Ay— but much more ſo when you hold your Tongue 

Proth. ¶ Aſide.] Lying Wanton—- As to my Valour you cal 
make no doubt of that, Lady ? 

Lib. None at all-- for I know it to be Cowardiſe. 

Proth. [Aſide.] This is nothing but Artifice, and convind 
me more that any thing that what I overheard is true. Þ 
then as to my Poſteſſions— them you don't confider, Liberi 

Lib. Ay, but I do tho? and pity 'em too. 

Protb. Why ſo, fair Lady? 

Lib. Becauſe they? ve got ſach a Coley Owner 


And 


farewel, Sir — and thank Heav'n you have one Friend in Wow ( 

World that's honeſt enough to let you know what you Prace 
| [ Exi reſent- 
Prot 
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Pyo:h, What am I to think of this now! *Tis but an in- 
*T-rent Mark of her liking me that ſhe finds nothing in me 
nt what ſhe diſlikes But hold, I'm miſtaken there— Wo- 
en are never particular in publickly railing at a Man, unleſs 
iey have a private Inclination for him— Right! 'tis therefore 
either more nor leſs than flat raving Love of my Perſon. Ay, 
er Paſſion for me appears in ev'ry Look and Word — If I 


0 4 | 

not take Pity of thee I'm a Villain, if I do not love thee 
I'm a Few. | | [ Ext, 

5 S CE N E changes to another Part of the Garden. 


Euter LI BE RIA. 
Lib. J abhor the Thoughts of committing Matrimony fo 
uch, that I can't endure the Preparation even for another 
"he Court within is full of nothing but Taylors, Tire-Wo- 
en, Perfumers, Lace-Men, and Confe&ioners— Pm glad 
ye got ont of the Croud. I'll e'en divert my felt with a Song 
o drive Wedlock out of my Head. E 


A 

Sigh no more, Virgins, ſigh no more, 

Men were Deceivers ever; 2 
One Foot in Sea, and other on Shore, 

To one thing conſtant never. 
Then ſigh not ſo, but let them go, 

And be. you blith and merry, 
Converting ev'ry Note of Wee, 

70 hey down, derry, derry. 


Sing no more Ditties, fing no more 
Of Tales ſo dull aud heavy, 
The Frauds of Men were ever ſore, 


inc by 
" p Since Summer firſt was leafy, 
beni Then ſigh wot ſo, but let them go, 


Aud be you blith and merry, 
Converting ev'ry Note of Woe, 


And To hey down, derry, derry. 


in low ſtill this Evening is! as if huſh'd on purpoſe to give a 
ou Parace to Harmony. Hey ho! I'm in a very penſive mood at 


LEaftreſent How the Duce came I fo ? my Heart is generally 
Prot D 4 ſo 


: 
| 
4 
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10 brisk that my Tongue can't keep Pace with it, and yet now 
tis ſo fluggiſh I can ſcarce drag it along. Finn, here comes 
my Couſin; I'll get into this Grotto out o' the Way, or 
elſe I ſhall be peſter'd with Nonſenſe about her Match to- 
Morrow. 
Enter LUCILIA, DELIA, and JOCULO. 
Delia. See yonder, Madam, where e runs, cloſe to the 
Ground as a Lapwing, to get from us into the Grotto. 
Lucil. The ſweeteſt Angling is to ſee the Fiſh 
Cut with her golden Oars the Silver Stream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous * 
So angle we for her. 
Jocu. Begin then, Madam, pray begin; for I long to be at it 
Lucil. What is it you ſay of my Couſin, Delia? 
No truly, ſhe's too disdainful; 


1 know how coy and wild "Bip Temper is. 


Jocu. But harkye, Mrs. Delia, is it certain that Lord Pre 
eu is ſo deſperately in love with her as you ſay? 

Lacil. Joculo, I know 'tis ſo; both my Father and Bellari 
declar'd it to me. 

Delia. And did not they deſire W make your un U ac. 
quainted with it, Madam? 

Lucil. They aid; but I perſuaded *em, if they dab: any Re 
gard for their F ciend, to adviſe him to conquer his Affection; 
for Nature never fram'd a Heart of ſuch proud Stuff as Liberi's 
is made of; then ſhe's ſo vain, ſo fond of her own Wit and 
her own Perſon that ſhe regards nothing elſe; ſhe can nevet 
love another ſhe's ſo much enamour'd with herſelf. 

Jyocu. That's true enough, indeed; I never ſaw the Man 
yet, however great or deſerving, but that ſhe would ſpell him 
backward : If fair-fac'd, ſhe'd ſwear the Gentleman ſhould be 
her Siſter; if black, that Nature had made a Blot; if tall, he 

vas a Halbert ill-headed; if ſhort, a Truncheon without ab) 
Head at all; if talkative, a Vane blown with every Wind; and 
if ſilent, why a Block moved by none. In this manner ſhe takes 
pleaſure to turn every Man the wrong-fide out. 

Delia. There's no great Virtue, I think, in ſo much Severity. 
Jocu. True, Madam Delia; but when People have no other 
Employment for their Time but Talking, and have neither 


Cood-fenſe enough to talk wiſe things, nor Good-nature e. 
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nough to talk innocent Ones —— why they muſt deal in Scandal 
merely to be doing. 


Lib. Thou infolent Varlet | 
Lucil. But who dare tell her ſo? If I ſhould ſpeak, ſhe'd 
mock me into Air, laugh me out of myſelf, preſs me to death 


with Wit; therefore I would counſel Lord Protheus to ſtrug- 


ole with his Paſſion. 
Jocu. Stalk on, ſtalk on, the Fowl fits. 


Shall I g0 


then to Lord Protheus, Madam, and talk with him about it? 
| know her Ladyſhip's Humour well enough; I can give him 


a ſurfeit of her, I'll engage. 


What a bleſſed Life a poor 


Dog of a Husband mult lead with that inſolent, ungovernable 


Spirit of hers! ?Shife! I'd as ſoon be marry'd to an Ezglifh 
Woman of Quality. 


Lib. Very well, Raſcal! a pretty Character the Rogue has 


giren of me. 
Lucil. ! love my Couſin well, and wiſh ſhe would mo- 


deltly examine herſelf, and fee how worthy an Offer is made 


er. Come, Delia, let's go in and ſee that all things are in or- 
der for to-morrow. 

Jocu. She's taken, I warrant her; we ſhall have rare laugh- 
ing to fee how ſhe'll ſtruggle in the Net. 


Exeunt Lucilia and Delia, Joculo Hand. aſi . 


II BE RI A from the Grotds, 
Lib. *Slife ! what a Fire is in my Ears! Can this poſſibly 
be true? Is Lord Protheus really ſo deſperately in Love 


with me? He certainly is, I recollect a thouſand Circum- 
ſtances now that convince me of it. Pſha! how blind was 


| not to ſee it before! And do I ſtand condemn'd fo much 
for Pride and IIl- nature then? If ſo, Contempt farewel, I've 
tortur'd the poor Creature long enough in Conſcience. — 
There's one thing I am glad of ; they all allow him to have 
a great deal of Merit. Why truly, now I conſider the 
thing, Pm o' the ſame Mind; I have been a little too cruel; 
he muſt have been in a world of Anguiſh, poor Wretch! [See- 
ing Joculo.] « Oh Joeul, come hither, 1 wanted to ſpeak With 
thee. t 


; Your 8 Madam. 


Lib. Hark ye, Joculo, haſt thou heard Lord Protbheus talk of | 


me lately > 


Joes. 
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Jocu. Oho! is your Ladyſnip thereabouts? But P11 be with 
you. [Ade.) Did you ſay any thing to me, Madam? 

Lib. Yes, Sir, I did. 

Jocu. 1 beg pardon, Madam, Pm unfortunately given to a 
kind of Deafneſs, which comes very often upon me all of 4 
ſudden. But what was your Ladyſhip pleas'd to ſay, Ma- 
dam? 

Lib. J only ask'd if you had heard Lord Protheus talk of me 
r. 

Jocu. O! yes, yes, Madam; yes, yes, that I have indeed. 

Lib. But when, when? 

Jocu. This very Morning. Madam. 

Lib. This very Morning! 

Jocu. Ay; I ſaw him and the Duke you muſt know, Me 
dam, in woundy earneſt Converſation together; the little ſmat 

tering of Curioſity that I have. in 1 Conltitution tempted 
me to liſten to what they were laying, when I ſoon found your 
Ladyſhip was the Subject. 

Lib. LAſide.] Soh! now *twill come out, 1 ſuppoſe. — — 
And in What manner did he talk of me? 

Jocu. Would you have me tell you, Madam? 

Lib. Why not? 

Jocu. Nay, I don't know why not — it may offend you, 

perhaps. 

Lib. Um! he thinks I ſhall be offended. at hearing that Pri 
 theus loves me. [ Aſide. ] — Offend me! no, not in the leaſt, 
Jocu. And you'll promiſe not to be angry with me for re 
peating it? 

L.ib. I will. 8 

Focu. Why then I found, Madam, they had been talking 
ſomething about Matrimony ; and whether the Duke had pro- 
pos'd a Match between him and your e or not, | can't 
tell; but 

IS. But what | 

Jocu. Why he ſwore — 

Lib. What did he ſwear ? 

Jocu. That hed ſooner marry an Egyptian \ Crocodile. 

Lib. How |! 


Jocu. Yes. — That the Venom of a Viper was mere Bal 
ſam to your Ladyſhip's Spleen ; and that a Man had better have 
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a whole Neſt of Hornets about his Ears, than ſtand the Sting of 
our perſecuting Tongue. | 
Lib. *Tis falſe, he dare not ſay fo. 

) ff Joca. Upon my Honour, and the Dignity of my Office, but 

f aff he did tho', Madam. —— I know very well, faid he re- 

la: member, Madam, tis Lord Protheus that's ſpeaking, not 1. 

I know very well, ſaid he, that the Gipſy has a mind to me, 
me Wl and would give her Eyes to get my Heart in Exchange, but 
Honeſty. holds out, ſaid he, and bids her Defiance. 

. Lib. Oh! I ſee what the Raſcal is at now. [4/i4e.] 
Very well, Sir, be pleas'd to go on ; but pray come a little 
nearer, that 1 may hear it, for Pm given to the fame kind of 

Deafneſs that you are. 

Ve cz. I'll ſpeak louder, "FI — Upon this, Madam, the 

nat Duke made anſwer, That he could not but think you had ſome 

ptel A good Qualities. 

/Out Lib. The Duke ſaid fo, did he? 

7oca. Yes, Madam. 

Lib. Very well, proceed pray. 

Joca. You mean, Lord Proteus muſt proceed; 'tisn't I, you 
know, Madam. 

Lib. Ay, ay, Lord Protheus then. 

jou, Foca, Ves, yes, ſaid he, ſhe has moſt excellent Qualities. — 
You know his bluff manner of ſpeaking, Madam. —- Moſt 

Pr. excellent Qualities, indeed, ſaid he; ſhe has Beauty by the Grain, 

t and Vanity by the Hundred-weight ; Wit ſo light that it won't 

re turn a Scale, but IIIl- nature beyond all Weight and Meaſure; a 
Heart ſcantily enough furniſh'd with any thing good, but moſt 
abundantly ſtock'd with Pride and Diſdain. — And then ſhe's 

king ſuch a Spitfire, ſuch a Spitfire, ſaid he, that whoever comes 

pro- within reach of her is in en of loſing an Ear at leaſt. 


can't f Lib. [Giving him a Box o' the Kar.) That you may witneſs 
| or him. 


Jocu. Sbud! Madam, *twas not I that aid it; and fo I told 
jou, but you would not remember it. — FU tell you no more 
for that, now. 

Lib. Get out of my Sight this Moment, Raſcal, or Þil or- 


— ſomebody to oe a Twig and hang thee up upon yonder 


* 1 believe you , had better do that Office for yourſelf, 
? you are pretty nigh Willow-ripe by this time, I fanſy. 
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voor humble Servant, Madam. — If you ſhould think 2 e 

fit to take a Swing, I'll be ſure to write an Elegy on you. TED 
Exit. i 

Lib. Pl mak thee ſuffer moſt ſwingingly for this Sade appoin 

pe Rogue has provok'd me, tho I know there's no Trum Uu ®: 

in what he ſaid. No, 'tis plain that Prot heus loves me. --- Well, 25 te 

fince the Stars will have it ſo, love on, Lord Protheus, and Pl ber, if 

requite your Paſſion. Bell 

B yr 

AT | gain Al 

Il ſhe 

A Heart young and tender more, 

Is made to ſurrender, Bell, 

That Fair One's a Traitor who flies Love's Alarms; If I ih 

For the greater her Beauty, To-m 

The greater's her Duty n pa 

To Cupid, from whom ſhe receives all ber Charms. [EI Lu. 


EET W. 
SCENE, 4 Platform before the Palace 


Enter BELLARI O, BYRON, and LUCENTIUS, 
with Torches. 


Bell. F ORD Byron, what you ſay cannot be true; 
_ I'd ſooner think that Nature's Self could err, 
Than She ſo cold, ſo chaſte, and ſo reſerv'd. 

Byron. You may think it all Chimera, if you pleaſe, Sir. 
You may think too, that 'tis not out of regard for you that ! 
inform you of it: Let that appear hereafter, and eſteem me 

ſuch as I ſhall prove. As for my Brother I know he values 
you highly, and has forwarded this Match out of pure Affection 

to you: Alas! he knows not what a falſe Serpent he ſo long 
has nurs'd to ſting his very Heart. 
Lucen. Is it poſſible Lucilia ſhould be the baſe Wretch you 
repreſent her, Lord Byron? If ſo, I have not liv'd long enough ou 
to know any thing at all of Womankind yet. 


Byron. 


— 
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Byron. There's no Term bad enough to paint out her Treache- 


ry; wonder not till farther Proof; 'tis now the very Hour of 


their meeting, the Time that I with theſe aſtoniſ'd Ears heard 


: appointed for it. Come but with me to a proper Place, and 
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you ſhall ſee her Chamber-Window enter'd even the Night be. 


fore her Wedding-Day : See but this, and then afterwards marry 
her, if you chooſe it. 


Bell. Can this be ſo? I will not think it. 
Byron. Nay, if you dare not truſt what you ſee, go back a- 
gun and confeſs not what you have heard. If you'll follow me, 


bu ſhew you enough; and when you have ſeen more, and heard 
more, proceed accordingly. 


Bell. If I ſhould ſee— but ſure I can't, Lucentins: 
If I ſhould ſee, what I am told, to-night,. F 
To-morrow at the Fane, where I ſhould wed her. 
I publickly proclaim the monſtrous Action. 5 
Lacen. And as ] endeavour'd to obtain her for yon, my Lord 
u join with you to diſgrace her. 

Byron. I will blaſt her no farther till you are my Witneſſes: 
They would call that Malice, Spite and Craft in me, what in 
ou can be nothing but ſtrong Convidtion and juſt Reſentment. 

Come on, or elſe you'll let the Hour be paſt. 

Bell. I would it were. — Byron, I cannot go, 

domething has rivetted me ſure to Earth; 
And if my Legs may falter, and be chang'd 
tom their own natural Uſe, why mayn't my Eyes too? 

Byron. Tis true, my Lord, I therefore would adviſe you 
not togo: You'll not believe even what you can't help ſeeing, 
and that will only aggravate your Torment. I wiſh I had 
onceal'd this cruel Miſchief, then you might have been at reſt, 
and ne'er have known it. 

Bell. No, Byron, JI am not ſo mean a Wretch 
Jo clothe myſelf in falſe Security, 

nd bear my Shame with Smiles. — Alas, Lucentins, 
ow greatly doth this Spring of Love reſemble 
Li” uncertain Glory of an April-Day, 

hich now with unpall'd Rays revives the Heart, 

\nd the next Moment pours a Tempeſt on us! 


Byron. The Time now ſerves not for Delay; come on, if 
du will go — if not 


Bell, 
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Bell. 1 dare not go. 5 
Byron. Why then, farewel. [ Going, 
Bell. Byron, come back; I'll go 2 | 

To prove her true, and your Aſperſions falſe. 

Byron. Come, come; leave that till you have ſeen the Sequel. 

[ Exeant, 
Enter POR CO, ASINO, and ſeveral Watch. 

Aſiuo. Gentlemen, auſwer to your Names: Are you all good 
Men, and true ? 

Porco. J hope ſo, ſeeing they are chofen for the Duke's 
Watch. had 
Ain. Well, give them their cn Neighbour, now the 
Night is almoſt over. 3 

Porco. I will do it, Neighbour Aſino, for I love giving ICar: 
Charges; and harkye, Gentlemen, you muſt all deſire me to E 
print it when J have done, for my Labours are all intended for 
the Good of my Conutry, Bat firſt, who think you the moſt 
diſartleſs Man, Neighbour, to carry the Lanthorn now we ate 
going home? 

Aſino. Why Foundling Hugh; for 15 you know, can write 
and read. 

Porco. Come hither, Hugh. — To be a well-favour'd Man 
is the Gift of Fortune, but to write and read comes by Nx 
ture. You muſt comprehend all Vagrants whatſoever, 
except it be the Duke's Players, mark me that; for their Buſi- 
neſs is one of your Octurnal Profeſſions, and therefore touch 
not them, uuleſs you happen to ſee 'em ſtroling by Day- light 
You are likewiſe to bid any Man ſtand in the Duke's Name. 

Aſino. But ſuppoſe he will nor ſtand, Neighbour Porco. © i 

Porco. Why then let him go, and thank Heaven that you are # 
rid of a Knave. — ——- You muſt alſo make no Noiſe in the they 1 
Streets, for 'tis not t right that the Watch ſhould babble and 0 
talk. 


1 Hatch. Noa, noa, Maſter Conſtable, we'll make no Noiſe 
we'll only take a quiet Nap; we'd rather ſleep than talk; Wan 


know what belongs. to a Watch. Po; 
Porco. Ay, ay, you ſpeak like a moſt” ancient and quie ate 
Watchman; for 1 cannot ſee how Sleeping can offend any one ur, 
1 Hatch. Why tacks, Maſter Conſtable, I have had a Kind Aj; 


of a drowſy nn a8 they call it, hanging upon me for theſe 
man] 
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many Years, and being difabled thereby to get my Livelihood, 
the Pariſh made me a Watchman, an pleaſe you. 

Porco. Good, good; a very proper Poſt for a Man that can 
never keep himſelf awake, Well, well, fleep on your Belly- 
fall, honeſt Fellow.“ But let me ſee, when did theſe two 
new Faces come into the Fratarnatary? 
Hatch. This is the fi:ft Night they have been upon ys 
od Nen pleaſe you, 
Por co. And what was you made Wark for ? 


N arch. Becauſe I had got a Reumaſie, an pleaſe you, and 
had loſt the Uſe of both my Arms. 
the arc. A good Reaſon. — And you, Friend? 


2 hs aich. Becauſe I ha" the Gout, an pleaſe you, and I can 
ing Nec tond o* my * 
0 Forco. Very well, very well; fo you ki juſt one Man be- 
tween you ; that's enough, that's enough. In the next Place 
you are to call at all the Publick-houſes, and bid them that are 
Crunk get 'em to Bed. 
Aſino. How if they will not, Neighbour ? 
Porco. Why let 'em (tay till they are ſober; and if they make 
no other Anſwer then, you may ſay they are not the Men you 
took 8 for. 
1 Watch. Ay, ay. 
Pirco. If you meet a Street- robber, Houſe. 8 or Pick- 
pocket, you may ſuſpect him by virtue of your Office to be no 
honeſt Man; and for ſuch kind of Men the leſs you meddle 
or make with 'em the better. 

Ajſino, What, Neighbonr Porco, if they know him to be a 
Thief ſhan't they lay hold of him? 

Porco. Why by the Statue made and prolong'd i in that Caſe, 
hey may; but the moſt peaceable way, if you do take a Thief, 
IS to let him ſhew himſelf what he is, and ſteal out of your 
ompany. | « 

Ano. Why you have been always reckon'd a merciful Man, 
Neighbour, that il ſay for you. 
Porco. Why truly, 1 would not hang a Dog by my Will; 1 


J quid ate the very Thoughts of Hanging, for I was once, Neigh- 
ay one ur, nigh being hang'd myſelf. 
a kind 4/12. And how came you off, Neighbour? 


Porco.. 
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Porco, By having an Office at Court ——— for Cour 
tiers, you know, are never hang'd ; they always ſave one ang 
ther, Neighbour. — But one Word more, Neighbours ; watch 
diligently about the Palace here, for the Wedding being thi 
+ Morning there's a great deal to do. But who are theſe that aj 


coming here? 1 

Aſino. Why they are two of our People that have been upol E 

the Scout, and I fee they have faſten'd their Fiſts upon ſom 7 

body. | 

| Euter two I alchmen, Folding GRE MIO. 4 
Porco. Well, Gentlemen, who have you got there? Briy = 


him betore us. 
March. We have recovers, an- pleaſe you, Mr. Conſtabl Fel 
one of the horribleſt Pieces of Traytoriſm that ever was hatch 


Porco. Oho! come, come, let me examine into it— P11 font 
get to the bottom of it; for I'm as good at Examination, Neigh 
bour, as at giving of Charges, as you ſhall ſee : Do you writ 
down the Examination on your Hat. In the firſt Pla 
What is your Name, Sirrah ? 


Grem. I am a Gentleman, Sir, and my Name is Eremio. 

Porco. Write down, Mr. Gentleman Grem:v. —— Watch 
come forth; I charge you, in the Duke's TOE, accuſe tij 
Man. 

Watch. An pleaſe you, Maſter Conſtable, we overheard thi 
Man talking with Lord Byron, Who is a very great Villain at 
pleaſe you. 

Porco. Write down, Lord Byron a W What Cl 


3 


they talk of? bee 
Watch. Why of a Contrivance they had been practiſing tl 4 
ruin our good Duke's Daughter, and to accuſe her wrongfully * 
which this Priſoner had been the Author of, and for which Is tie 


was to have a power of Mony, an pleaſe you. 
Porco. Flat Perjury horrible Blurglary as ever was com gi; 
mitted | Sid 

Grem. | Aſide.] I have brought myſelf into a fine Conditio the 
here. Harkye, old F ellow, let's hear no more of your Fo e 


ly and Impertinence; take this and ſay nothing; - Pl —— 7 


Porco. Why you inſolent Varlet, would you corrupt tf is u 
Conſtable of the Watch? This is Scandalum IMagnation. "= 
| [al 
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Erem. Why 1 ſay, I'm none, Sir. 


Porco. A marvellous witty Fellow, I do aſlure you. —Hare 
you writ down that he's xo Knave ? 


Grem, Fellow, thou art an Aſs. 


Porco. Write that down; write me down an A immediate- 
y. Thou ſhalt ſuffer for this, Fellow. 
that is an Officer in the Watch; and which is more, an' Houſ- 
holder; and which is more, « Maj that knows the Statues | — 
Remember, Neighbour Aſino, that I am an Aſs. 
Fellow, thou art a ſuperlatate Villain, as. ſhall be prov'd upon 
thee by good Witneſs. 
down an Z? —— Come, let us away with him to the Watch- 
houſe, bind him Neck and Heels, and then carry his Examina- 
tion to the Duke. I am heartily glad that I am writ down 
an Aſs, | [ Exennt. 


Abuſe a Man 


Go to, 


You han't forgot to write me 


SCEN E changes 10 4 Dr g- Room in Luxilia' D 
Apartment. 


LUGILIA and DELIA. 


Lacil. Pr'ythee, Delia, take away thy impertinent Fingers; 
Pm ſick of Drefling, aud will be plagu'd no longer. 


Delia. Troth, Madam, I think your other Suit would have 


been better; and I'll warrant your Couſin will ſay fo. 
Lacil. My Coutin's a Fool, and thou art another; I'll wear 
none but this. 


Delia. 1 like the Cut of this Sleeve de tis ſome- 


thing quite new; Lady Liberia's Gown that was prais'd ſo 
much is a mere N izht-Gown to this; Cloth of Gold and Toſ- 
ſels, and lac'd with Silver, ſet with Brillants, Down- Sleeves, 
Side-Sleeves and Skirts, and a Fringe half a Vard deep round 
the Train. — But for a delicate, nice, elegant, Fourtly, no- 
vel Fancy, yours is worth ten on't. 

Lucil. Heav'n give me Joy to wear it, for Im fare my Heart 
is uncommonly heavy under it. 


E 
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Pray ſtand a little further off, I don't like thy Looks: It is 
proved that you and your Maſter are both of you falſe Knaves. 


How anſwer you for your ſelf? As for Jour Maſter, he's a- 
bove our Recogniſant. 5d 


— hee on ww ens cnc 


Euter 
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Enter Ll b ER IA. 

Couſin, Good-morrow. 
Lib. Good-morrow, my Dear; yon fam to ſpeak in the ſick 
Tune, Child. __. 

Lacil. 'm out of all other Tune, Lehlak; and yet I kan 
not why. 

Lib. I am not quite what I uſe to be, my ſeth —— My Head 
has been full of the oddeſt Megrims ever ſince Yeſterday. 

Lucil. Have e Ny Dear, that's S a kind of Love-Symp- 
tom. 

Lib. If it prove ſo I'll ſwear that you have infected me. 

Lucil. LAſide.] I know that witneſs the Grotto. 

Lib. But come, my Dear, your fatal Hour's at hand; ti 
time you were ready. O' my troth 'm exceeding ill. = 
Heigh ho 

Delia. Well, Fortune ſend: every one their Heart s Deſire.— 
You may think perhaps that I imagine you are in Love, Madam. 
———- No, *tis impoſſible that ever can be after what I have heard 
you ſay on the Subject; and yet Lord Protheus was juſt ſuch 
another ; but now he's become a Man, and boldly enters the 
Liſts; and how you may be alter'd I know not, but you ſeem 
to look with your Eyes as other Women do. 

Lib, How long have you wore Apprehenſion, Delia ? 
Delia. Ever ſince Yeſterday that you caſt it off, Madam. 
Lib. What a Pace doth thy Tongue keep! 
Delia. Not a falſe Gallop, as you are convinc'd, Madam. 
Lib. O' my Conſcience I'm afraid not, Delia, | 


£4. 


Love's Power a while I did deſpiſe, 
And ſcorn'd the fond Deſire; 

But ah! how ill a Heart of Ice 
Reſiſts a Dart of Fire. 


So gentle is the amorons Chain, 

So tempting Qupid's Lure, 

1 bug the Bondage, court the Pain, 
And only aread a Care. 


Tai 
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Lucil, I thank you, my Dear, for this kind Entertainment; 
but all thy Mirth and Muſick can't diſpel the Gloom that hangs 
ick about my Heart; however, Liberia, let us venture to the Tem- 
ple : Pm now prepa d to be made a Sacrifice. 
O Lib. Ah! never fear, my Dear, you'll meet with 4 merciful 
Prieſt in Bellario: Let me ſee you but come off with "riumph, 
ead WW and then I won't ſwear that nothing at all —— ] won't think 
on't. Come, let's be gone. Exeunt. 


* Enter GRATIANO, PORCO, aud ASINO. 


_ Grati. What would you have with me, honeſt Friends? 
Porco. An pleaſe your Highneſs I would have Confidence 
with you that concerns you nearly. 

15 Grati. Be plain and brief then, for 'm calbd away. 
Porco. Why the Caſe is this, an pleaſe your Highneſs. 
Aſino. Ves, indeed it is, an pleaſe your Highneſs. 
Grati. What, what is it? ; 
Porco. Why, Neighbour Aſino here will interrupt me —— 

He's an old Man, Sir, and his Wits are not quite ſo ready as 

twere to be wiſh'd; but in troth he's as be te be- 

tween his Brows. 

Afino. Ves, Thanks be prais'd, I'm as honeſt a Mon as ans 
Mon living, that's an old Mon, and no honeſter than I. 

Porco. Compariſons are odorous, Neighbour. 5 

Erati. You are too tedious; I maſt leave you, if you won't 
let me know your Buſineſs directly. 

Porco. Why, an pleaſe your Highneſs, if I was as tedious 
as a King, I could find in my Heart to beſtow it all on your 
Honour, 

Grati, All thy Tediouſaeſs on me, Friend, Hah ' 

Porco. Yea, and twice a thouſand times more. 

Grati. ] am not to know then what you have to ſay. | 

Aſino. Why, an pleaſe your Highneſs, our Watch to-night 
have taken as arrant an Knave as any in the Kingdom, excepting 
your Highneſs's Preſence. 

Porco. Ah, good old Man, Sir! He will be talking, as 
they ſay — Men Age it in, the Wit's out. Well, he's a 
good Man, in troth he is, as ever broke Bread; but all Men 


are not alike; *tis a ſtrange World that we live in, Heaven help 
us all! 


Lucil. pH „ 


B 


Gran. 
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| Crati. Fare thee well, Friend, thou never hadſt thy UB, 1 
believe. | : 
Porco. One Word more, and I have done ſpeaking for ever, he 
an pleaſe your Highneſs. — Our Watch have indeed compre- A. 
I hended an auſpicious Perſon, and I would have him brought be- 
þ fore your Highneſs this Morning. | 8 
| Gratz. Secure him, Friend, *till I am more at leiſure; you 
- ſhall have Notice. G 


Porco. Your Highneſs ſpeaks like a moſt thankful and reve- MW < 
| rend Brother Magiſtrate. 
Grati. Now then for the Temple, 
And there accompliſh all my Wiſhes aim at: 
Shine but this Nuptial Morn propitious to me, 
Let that one fragrant Flow'r the Gods have giv'n me, 
Tranſplanted from my Garden, find a Soil 
Still more indulgent, if *tis poſſible ; 
Fl Grant me but this— then, Fortune, I'll diſcharge thee. 
| [Exit Gratiano, 
Porco. Well, his Highneſs is a moſt worthy Gentleman; he's 
a Ruler that's like a Ruler, Neighbour ; he never grudges hear: 
ing or ſpeaking to do right to his poor Dependants ; believe me, 
Neighbour, tis a bleſſed time with honeſt Folks when the 
have got a Duke that loves his People. | 
Aſino. But don't all Rulers love their People, Neigh* 
bour ? 
1 Porco. Oh dear Heart, dear Heart eee you are older 
i than I, but not half ſo wiſe, I ſee that. All Rulers love 
their People! why how ſhould they, when moſt of 'em never 
1 ſee a Score of 'em in their Lives? No, no, they love the Fleece 
of of the Flock, but for the poor Sheep themſelves 
| Aſino. Not all Rulers love their People! they muſt be fooliſh 


— 


3 


"op 


Rulers indeed! | 
| Porco. Well, we live in better Times, we have none of 
| thoſe Doings now; but I have known formerly, Neighbour — 
but no matter for that ſince our Governor is loving let 
| | us be dutiful, and go and ſecure this falſe Traitor effectuallh, 
that he may'nt ſoape. 

Aſino. I'll follow you, Neighbour. 
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Porco. 


Mittimus ever ſince I was committed my ſelf. 


| If the Heart's fair, no matter for the Dreſs. 
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Porco. And yet methinks I'm a little ſorry for the Raſcal too, | 
he'll certainly be committed, and I abhor the Thoughts of a 


LExeunt. ; 
SCENE changes t a Church ; Prisfts at the Altar. 


GRATIANO, BELLARIO is Mourning, BYRON, . 
CENTIUS, PROTHEUS, LUCILIA, LIBERIA, c. 


Grat:. What means, young Lord, that Fun'ral Garb to day? 
It ſuits but ill the Splendor of our Court, 
Which ſhines in all its Pomp to grace your Nuptials. 
Bell. My Lord, the Nuptial and the Fun'ral Rites 
Are ſometimes not ſo different in their Nature, 
But the ſame Sable may befit them both. 
Here *tis not ſo indeed, Howe'er, Lucilia, 
| hope you'll pardon this peculiar Humour. 


Grati, Come, Sir, begin the Rites. 
Bell. Firſt, by your Leave, Sir, 
] ask you, if with free and honeſt Soul 
You give your Davghter, this fair ſpotleſs Virgin, 
To be the dear Partaker of my Fortune, 
The pure untainted Partner of my Breaſt? 
Grati. As freely, Sir, as Heaven did give her me. 
Bell. And what have ] to give you back, whoſe Worth 
Can counterpoiſe this rich, this precious Gift? 
Byron. Nothing, unleſs you render her again. 
Bell. My Lord, you learn me Juſt Retaliation : 
There, Gratiano, take her back again; 
Give not this blemiſh'd Brillant. to your Friend : 
She's but the Sign and Semblance of her Honour. 
Behold, how like a Virgin's are her Bluſhes: 


[To the Prieſt. 


10 wk a Luſtre! what a Mask of Truth 


Can artful Vice fair-robe itſelf withal ! 
Comes not that Blood as modeſt Evidence 
To witneſs blamelefs Virtue? Would you think, 
All you that gaze upon her, would you think 
She's falſe to Honour? Bur 'tis true, too true; . 
She knows the Heat of a luxurious Bed; 

E 3 


And vanquiſh'd the Reſiſtance of her Youth 
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| Her Bluſh is Guiltineſs, not Modeſty. 


f 


Grati. What do you mean, my Lord? 
Bell. Not to be marry'd 
Not join my Soul to an abandon'd Wanton. 

'  Grati. My Lord, if you yourſelf have wrong'd her Virtue, 


Bell. 1 know what you would ſay. 

I never tempted her with Word too large, 

But ſhew'd her, like a Brother to his Siſter, 

Paſhful Sincerity and comely Love. 

Lucil. And ſeem'd I ever otherwiſe to you, Sir? 
Bell. You ſeem'd to me as Dian in her Orb, 

As chaſte as is the Roſe ere it be blown: 


No, 8 


But you are more intemp' rate in your Blood 
Than — what J will not ſay. 


- Go, go, Lucilia. 
LTacil. Heav'ns! are you well, my Lord? Whence comes 
this Phrenſy? 
Grati. Are theſe things ſaid? or is it all a Dream? 
Byron. Ves, Sir, theſe things are ſaid, and they are true: 
. with *twere but a Dream. 
Bell. Sir, ſtand I here? 


Is this your Brother? that the ſage Lucentius? 
And are our Eyes and Ears our own? 


Then tell me 


If that is not Lucilia, that your Daughter? 
Grati. All this is ſo. — But what of this, my Lord ? 
Bell. Let me then move one Queſtion to that Daughter, 
What Man was he with whom, at laſt Night's Noon, 
You talk'd ſo freely from your Chamber- Window: ? 
If you have Honour left, anſwer to this, 
Lacil. I talk'd ! talk'd witha Man! talk'd from my Windoy 
At dead of Night! —— The Charge is ſo confounding, 
So baſe, ſo falſe, that I can make no Anſwer, 
Bell. Why then you have no Honour left, Lacilia, 
I'm ſorry, Sir, that you muſt hear this Tale: 
My felf, your Brother, and this good old Man 


Did hear her, fee her at that Time laſt Night, 


Talk with a Vander from her Chamber-Window : 
Who, like a lib'ral Villain, hath confeſs'd 
The many vile Encounters they have had. E 


— 
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Byron. Forbear, my Lord, it is not to be nam d; ; 
There is not Chaſtity enough in Language, 
Without Offence, to ſpeak it... O Lucilia 


My Soul is griev'd to think of thy Behaviour. 


Lucil. Good Heavens defend me! how am I beſet!. | 
Bell, O what a Pearl, fair Falſnood, hadſt thou been, 

If half thy outward Graces had been plac'd 

About the Thoughts and Counſels of thy Heart! 

But fare thee well, moſt foul, moſt fair, Adieu; 

For thee I'll lock up all the Gates of Love, 

And on my Eyelids ſhall Suſpicion reign, 

To turn all Beauty into Thoughts of Miſchief. 
Grati. Hath no Man's Dagger here a Point for me? 
Lucil. Thou art not, ſure, that Monſter thou doſt ſeem! 

Tis but to try how much I can forbear, 

Have I for- this, ungrateful as thou art, 

When love of Freedom ſtruggled in my Breaſt, 

And Nature prompted me to live a Virgin, 

Broke all thoſe Vows to be thus baſely treated; 


To have my Fame, unſpotted 'till this Moment, 


Be ſully'd, injur'd, ruin'd thus by thee. 


| I need no Dagger's Point — burſt,, burſt, my Heart: 


O welcome Death-to cover my Diſhonour. [ PFamts, 
Lib. Hah ! Death indeed. Help, Uncle; help, Lord 
Protheus, 
Byron. Let us be gone, my Lord; her Shame diſcover'd 
omothers her Spirits up. 
Hell. Oh fatal Hour! —. 
Byron. Oh fatal Plague, if twere not thus prevented. 
[Exennt Bell. Byr. and Lucen. 
Grati. O Fate! take not away thy heavy Hand, 
Death is the faireſt Cover for her Shame, 
To wrap her Crimes in everlaſting. Night. 2264 
Lib. How is it, Couſin? 
Proth, Have Comfort, Lady. 
 Grati, Doſt thou look up? 
Proth. And wherefore ſhould ſhe not? 
Grati. Wherefore! why doth not every earthly thing 


C d ſhe here den „ e 
ry Shame upon her? _ * ere deny Tue 
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The Story{that is printed in her Blood? 
Oh! do not live, do not lift up thy Eyes; 
J want thee not. Griev'd J, T had but one? 
Chid T, for this, at frugal Nature s Frame? 
= I've one too much by thee. Why had J one? 
Why waſt thou ever lovely in my Eyes? f a, 
q Why had I not with Ro Hand | 
Took up a Beggar's Iſſue at my Gates? = 
Who, thus defil'd, and cloath'd with Infamy, 
1 I might have faid —— No Part of it is mine. 
| But mine! and mine I lov'd! and mine I prais'd! 
And mine that I was fond of! Mine ſo much 
That I myſelf was to myſelf not mine, 
Valuing of her why ſhe O! ſhe is gala 
Into a Pit of ſuch black Infamy, 
l The Sea hath Drops too few to waſh her clean, 
And Salt too little which may Seaſon give 
To her foul tainted Fame, 
Lib. Good Sir, be patient, 
Tu pledge my Life my Couſin is defam'd. 
Grati. Lady, Were you her Bedfellow laſt Night ? 
Lib. Until laſt Night, my Lord, I always have been. 
Grati. Confirm'd, confirm'd! O that is ſtronger made, 
Which was before barr'd-up with Ribs of Iron. 
Would they all lye? and would Bellario lye - 
| Who lov'd her ſo, that ſpeaking of her Foulneſs 
N Waſh'd it with Tears? Hence from her, let her die. 
| Proth. I have obſerv'd her all the time, my Lord; | 
1 1 mark'd a thouſand bluthing Apparitions 
Glow in her Face, a thouſand harmleſs Shames, 
| In Angel Whiteneſs, bear away thoſe Bluſhes; 
| And in her Eyes appear'd a gen'rous Fire, | 
14 Which ſpoke her guiltleſs of the Crime ſhe's charg'd with, , 
i! Lib. What Man is that you are accus'd of, Couſin? _ 
Lucil. They know that do accuſe me, I „now none: 
If I know more of any Man alive, 
T han that which Virgin-Modeſty may warrant, 
; Let ev'ry Curſe light on me. — Oh, my Father! 
Prove you that any Man with me convers d | S 62 
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At Hours indecent; or that Yeſter-night + 444] 
I from my Window talk'd with any Creature, 
- | MRejedt me, hate me, torture me to Death. 
a MW Lib. Pſha! 'tis all Madneſs, Villany, or Error. 1 
Proth. Two of 'em are renown'd for niceſt Honour, 4 
And if they lie under ſome vile Deluſion! 
Urne Author may be gueſs'd —— your Brother Byron, 
Whoſe very Soul is kept alive by Miſchief, . 
WW Grati. I know not. — If they ſpeak but Truth of her 
Theſe Hands ſhall cruſh her. —— If they wrong her Honour, 
The proudeſt of 'em all ſhall hear they've done it: 
Time hath not yet fo dry'd this Blood of mine, ä 
Nor Iron Age ſo prey'd on my Invention, | $ 
Nor Fortune made ſuch Havock of my Wealth, | 
or my bad Lite ſo reft me of my Friends, | 1 
But they ſhall find, awak'd in ſuch a ſort, 1 | | 
Both Strength of Limb and Policy of Mind, | 
\bility of Power, and choice of Friends 
Lo quit me of 'em throughly. 
| Proth. Pauſe a little, | 
And yield to my Advice: The Lady here 
(Vas left by them as dead; let her a while 
ve kept conceal'd, and publiſh ſhe is dead: 
Then will ſhe be lamented and excus'd 
dy thoſe who now condemn her; for *tis:certain 
That what we have we prize not to the Worth, 
e. M\Vhbic we enjoy it; but if once 'tis loſt, 
Way then we rack the Value, then we find 
he Virtue which Poſſeſſion would not ſhew us 
hile it was ours. 
Thus it will happen to the fond Bellario; 
hen he ſhall hear ſhe dy'd upon his Words, 
hen, if Love e' er had intereſt in his Heart, 
He'll mourn, and wiſh he had not ſo accus'd her, 
ind toil to find from whence his Error ſprang. 
Let this be ſo, and doubt not of Succeſs. 
Grati. My Lord, your Counſel's Medicine to my Soul.! 
ome, Daughter, I will ſtill believe thee injur'd, 
Ind ſhrink at novght to juſtify thy Fame. 


At F or 
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| For O! a dawning Hope glows in my Breaſt, 
il And ſomething whiſpers we ſhall ſtill be bleſt ; | 
= That this ſhort 'Morning-Gloom ſhall break away, F 
| And leave more clear, more heav'nly bright the Day. [ Exenn 


ETC 9 en 
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| - 8 C EN E Continues. 


pRO THE s, LIBERIA. 


Prot h. 8 O H, fair Lady, have * been weeping all thi 
f vrhile? 

5 Lib. Yes, and I'll weep a while longer. 

. Proth. But that I don't deſire. 

Lib. You have no Reaſon, I 11 do it freely. 


3 . a — 
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Proth. I am verily convinc'd that your Couſin has bei P 
wrong'd. IL 
1 Lib. Ah! what might the Man deſerve of me that woll 
a right her. | 
1 Prob. Is there any Way a Man can do it ? elt 
ö Lib. Yes, ſome Men might do it for my Sake — tho? I 150 en 
0 that you are not one of them. rave 


* Proth: Why ſo, ſweet Lady ?— there's nothing in the Wal 
A could ſo ſoon tempt me to do it, becauſe there's nothing in th 
1 World I love fo well— Is not that ſtrange now? 
1 Lib. So ſtrange, that twere as poſſible for me to ſay I lov! 
4 nothing ſo well as you-— But don't believe me if ever I fh 
ſay ſo Pm ſorry for my Couſin, that's all, 
i Proth. By my Sword, Liberia, I do love thee cruelly: 
ih! Lib. You proteſt from your Heart that you do really love me 
; Proth. You have my Heart 5 entirely that I have none of 
| left to proteſt witn. | 


Lib. But how ſhall I be ſure of this > 

Proth. Try me any way, ares me any ings 
Lib. Kill Bellario. | 

Proth. How ! 


Lib. Nay, farewel then— love me yes. you joye je 
| oy 
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Pon dear Carcaſe indeed — tis highly worth proſerving I muſt 
DOWN. 
Proth. But ſweet. Lady, ſtay a Moment. 

Lib. Indeed I wor't— + 

Proth. Let us be Friends before we part. 

Lib. Yes, you dare eaſier be Friends with me than fight my 
nemy. 
Proth. Is Bellario your Enemy? 
Lib. Is not he a Villain that has flander'd my Couſin? O 
hat I were a Man! What play the Hypocrite till they came to 
oin Hands, and then with publick Scorn, with blackeſt Ran- | 
our— O Vengeance that I were. a Man! I would eat his Heart 
n the Market-Place. | | [ 
Proth. Well, but Lady = 
Lib, Talk with a Man from her Chamber-Window, i indeed] * 
likely Story truly! | 

Proth. But hear me, Lady | 

Lib. I tell you ſhe's ſlander'd, ſhe's wrong'd, ſhe's ruli's: 1 
; ben Prozh. Well, I fay fo, but nf 
| Lib. A Lord indeed! a goodly Lord, a ſweet Galant, o- my 
Nord! O that I wore a Sword for his Sake! or that I. knew 
ny Man who would uſe it for my Sake! But Manhood is 
elted into ſupple Curteſy, and Valour into pitital Compli- 
| KnoVWent ; Men are turn'd into nothing but Tengue, and he's as 
rave as Hercules that only tells a Lye and ſwears to't— Well, 
can't be a Man with wiſhing, therefore Pll die a Woman with 
exing. 

Prob. Sweet Liberia ſtay ; by this Hand I love thee. 

Lib. Uſe it for my Love, then, ſome other way than ſwears 
8 by it. 

Proth. Do you think in your Soul that Bellaris has wrong'd 
or Couſin? 
ove mei 1/5, As ſure as I have either Thought or Soul. 

Proth. Enough, I'm engag'd — He ſhall render me ſtrict 
ccount for this Behaviour: Go, fair Lady, comfort your 
Ouſin, and tell her who's her Champion. As you hear of 
e, 10 think of me. 

Lib. Right, now you ſay ſomewhat, Lord Protbeus— when 
ou talk like a Man you talk like what a Woman values. If ever 
change my Life for any one, it ſhall be for one who would 
uture his own for me. Prot. 
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_ Preth. That Sentence has whetted my Sword; Ill mak 
Bellario, within this Half Hour, either forſwear all he has ſadlas 


or he ſhall never be able to ſay or ſwear any thing again : By 
before we part, leſt weiſhould never meet again, pray tell mi 


Lib. Fell in love with you! 
Proth. Yes, fell in love with me, for that you are in lou 
with me, fair Liberia, is out of Queſtion— I would therefoWut t. 
fain know which of my bad Parts was the Occaſion of it. | 
Lib. All of 'em together, which contain ſo cloſe a Union MV hic 
Evil that they'll admit no good Part to mingle with 'em 
but for which of my S Parts did you firſt ſuffer Lo 
for me? 
Proth. Suffer Love,— a good Phraſe !— I do ſuffer Love i 
deed, for I love thee in ſpite of my Heart. | 
Lib. Alas poor Heart! if you ſpite it for my Sake 
ſpite it for yours, for Pl never love that which my Fria 
hates. 
Preth. You and I are too wiſe, Lady, to love peaccabli 
find. 
Lib. What you ſay is no o f ign of Wiſdom— There's nd 
wiſe Man in twenty that will praiſe himſelf. 


Proth. Alas, Lady, if a Man in this Age don't erect his on 
Tomb before he dies, he ſhall liye no longer in Monuments thi Er 0 
the Bell rings, and the Widow weeps. a, 

Lib. That's juſt one Hour in Noile, and one quarter of I fear 
Hour in Tears. Be 


Proth. T re, therefore "tis more expedient for the Wiſe i! 
be Trumpet to his own Virtues; if Dow Worm his Co. C/. 
ſcience, find no Impediment to the contrary- So mu Nor! 
for praiſing my ſelf, and now ll go and e that I am Pra hou 
worthy, hat 

Lib. Fare you well—— But don't have an Ague-Fit no nd « 
when you come to the Proof; and be ſure you get you a ne lay 
Sword for the Purpoſe, Palo I'l pawa my Lite that the 0 hy 


one won't part with the Scabbard. [ Exeui A | 
, N 

GRATIANO ſolus, in a melancholy Paſture. [Slow 117017 T8 
That Strain again— it had a dying Fall: Be, 
O it came o'er my Ear like the ſweet Sozth s hh 


-Breathil 
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rreathing upon a Bank of Violets, 
tealing and giving Fragrance—— 'twill not 4; 
Alas no Comfort can delight my Ear, 
Wit ſuch a one whoſe Wrongs doth match with mine. 
m&:ing me a Father that ſo lov'd his Child, 
Vhoſe Joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine, 
\nd let Him ſpeak of Patience, count his Woe, 
ind let it anſwer every Strain for Strain. 
ut there is no ſuch Man; for all are prompt ; 
o offer Conſolation to that Grief 
hich they themſelves not feel; but once they taſte it, 
hat Counſel turns to Paſſion, which before 
Lo ould give inſtructive Medicine to Rage. 
Jo, no, 'tis all Mens Office to ſpeak Patience 
0 thoſe who wring under the Load of Sorrow, 
ut no Man's Virtue to behave ſo moral 4 
Vhen he himſelf endures the like Diſaſter. 25 
ly Soul informs me that my Child is flander'd ; 
nd that this Lord ſhall know ſo ſhall my Brother. 


nter BELLARIO and LUCENTIUS croſſing the Stage. 


here comes one—— tis well — Stay, ſtay, my Lord, 

muſt have Juſtice done me ere you go. 

Bell. Why, who has wrong'd thee ? 

Grazi, Thou, thou baſe Diſſembler. 

ay, never lay thy Hand upon thy Sword, 

tear thee not. 

Bell. 1 would not give thee Fear. 

Wiſe l Hand, good Sir, meant nothing to my Sword. 

is Co &7477. I ſpeak not under Privilege of Age, 

30 mul or like a Dotard Know then, to thy Face, 

n PraildiÞ hou haſt ſo wrong'd my guiltleſs Child and me, 
Wt | am forc'd to lay my Reverence by, 

nd dare thee to the Trial of a Man. 

lay thou haſt bely'd my ſpotleſs Daughter ; 
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2 uu Ca alumny hath ſeiz'd her very Life, 
Eren nd ſent her baſely in her May of Vouth, 

to a Tomb where Scandal never ſlept 
Mule this contriv'd by thy malicious LOGO 


Bell. Contriv'd by me! 
G@rat;, By thee, vile Man, by thee: 


Breatbih 


etl 
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Spite of his Bloom of Age and active Practice. 


Then kill me, Boy, and thou wilt kill a Man. 


Enter PORCO and ASINO bringing in Gremio Bonn 


derer; Thirdly, he has ſworn falſe things; and Laſtly, he 1 


— 
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| Lacen. You ſay not right, my Lord. 
 Grati, Old Man, old Man, _ 
T1! prove it on his Body if he dare, a 


Bell. Away, and know I ſcorn ſo mean an Action. 
_ Grati, D'ye think to daunt me thou haſt kill'd my Child 


Bell. Gratiano, I would not awake your Patience, 
My Heart is plung'd in Anguifh for Lucilia. 
But O, my Lord, ſhe was accus'd of nothing 
But what was true, too trac, and full of Proof. 

Grati. My Lord, my Lord 

Bell. I will not hear you now. 

Grati. Not hear me now, but o' my Soul, you muſt; 
What interrupted ! well, 'tis all the ſame! _ 
V1 find a Time, ere Shoes ſhall. cloſe theſe Eyes | 
F11 find a Time, young Lord, that you thall hear me. LEA 


Bell. Hah! who is this ? the Author of my Ruin, thus bow 
and guarded ? 

Poreo. Come you along, Sir, come you along, if Julh 
cannot tame you ſhe ſhall never weigh Reaſon in her Scales agi 

Lucen. Enquire, my Lord, what Crime he has committes 
ſomething may come from this 

Bell. Officers, what Offence has this Man done? 

Porco. An pleaſe you, Sir, he has committed falſe Repot 
moreover he has ſpoken Untruths ; Secondarily, he is a Sla 


lying Raſcal, an pleaſe your Honovr. 

Bell. Aare me, Eremio, whom have you offended tif 
you are thus ſecur'd?— This wiſe Fellow is much too cal 
ning to be underſtood. "W 

Erem. My Lord, Pll readily confeſs my Villany— ke 
me, and then kill me— I have deceiv'd even your Eyes 
What your Wiſdom could not diſcover theſe ſhallow Foo 
have brought to light, who in the Morning overheard me tal 
ing with Lord Byron of the Buſineſs we had been engag d 
that Night, which was to defame Lacilia, and break off yo 
Match—— That you was brought by Byron's Contrivance | 


tee and hear me make Addreſſes to Delia, under the Nam 
al 


—— 2 
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d in the Dreſs of Lacilia; by which means you were deter- 
in'd to refuſe the Match, and diſgrace her in publick— This 
iece of Knavery they have in Writing, which I had rather 
al with my Death than repeat over to my Shame—— The 
dor Lady, I hear, is dead upon mine and my Maſter's falſe 
ccuſation ; I therefore own wy ſelf a Villain, and expect no» 
ing but the Reward of one. 

Bell. No more; unleſs the next Word thou doſt ſpeak 

ave ſome malignant Influence o'er my Life; 

ſo, O breathe it quickly in my Ear, 

hat I no longer may be curſt with Being, 

or eviry Thought's a Dagger to my Soul. 

Lacen, But did Lord Byron ſpur thee on to this? 

Grem. He did, and paid me richly for it too. 

Bell. O Monſter ! I will make thee rue this Treachery ; 
There ſhall I find the Villain where 

Grem. Learning, my Lord, that I was apprehended he is 
| it ſeems this Morning; but where is unknown. 
Porco. True, an pleaſe your Honour; one of our Officers is 
w acquainting his Highneſs with the whole Affair. 


1 GRATIA NO. 


Orati. Which is the Villain? let me ſee his Eyes, 

at when I note another Man like him 

nay avoid the Monſter— Which is he? 

Grem, Look on me, Sir, if you would know the Wretch. 

Crati. Art thou? art thou the Slave that "by thy Guile 

ſt lain my Child. 

Grem. Yes, Sir, *twas I alone. 

rati. No, not fo, Villain, thou bely'ſt thy ſelf. 

re ſtand a Pair of honourable Men, 

third is fled, that had a noble Share in't. 

tel nk you, Sirs, for my poor Daughter's Death; 

yes cord it with your high and worthy Deeds, 

v Fod as bravely, juſtly, gloriouſſy done. 

me talk Bell. I know not what to ſay, yet I muſt ſpeak, 

1gag'd| annot hope your Patience—— yet mult ask it. 
H now thy Image doth appear 

the bright n that 1 lov'd it firſt; 
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I 


Attend with ſolemn penitential Rites, 


| Than all the Deaths ychr Rage could have contriv'd : 


And J will bend beneath the righteous Weight, 


And ev'ry lovely Organ of thy Life 


Comes cloath'd in a diviner, fairer Habit, r 
More moving, delicate, and full of Life, 0 T. 
Into the Eye and Proſpe& of my Soul, „ 


Than when you liv'd indeed—— Come, good old Mau, 


Revenge, revenge your injur'd Daughter's Cauſe, 
And I will help thee to augment the Torture; 


Vet all my Crime was but a fatal Error. 


Grati. You cannot call my Daughter back to Life, 
And what beſides is Recompenſe to me? 
However this I pray you, publiſh ſtraight 
How innocent ſhe dy'd; and if your Love 
Can furniſh out an Incenſe to her Mem'ry, 

Let it be fix'd upon her Monument. 

Bell. OI will keep this Day for ever ſacred; 

And yearly at the Charmer's hallow'd Tomb 


To own my Raſhneſs and her Innocence. 

\ Grati. Then hear me more My Brother left a Daughter 
Almoſt the Copy of my Child that's dead, 
And ſhe is now ſole Heir to my de om; 
Give her the Right you ſhould have giv'n her Couſi in, 
And ſo dies my Revenge — 

Bell. O eruel Mercy! 4 | 
This is Revenge indeed — O Gratiano! | Falling at bi Fea 
This generous Offer makes me more a Wretch 


Lay any other Chaſtiſement upon me, 


And bleſs the Hands that miniſter the Torture. 

But what! to wed another! hold, my Heart, [ Ry 

Now dear Lucilia's loſt — to wed another! A 

_ Impoſſible; my Soul ſtarts back with Horror, 

And Nature ſhudders at the very Sound. 
Grat. Tis well, I find your Readineſs, young Look; 

To yield me Satisfaction but, obſerve me, 

One Hour I'll wait your final Reſolution; 

Grant my Demand, or Death ſhall be the F orfeit. | 

The while bring you this monſtrous Villain on, [To ile le 


hter 


rd, 


the le 


a what a Sea of melting Pearls ſhe ſhed, 


Ws if but now they wax'd thus pale with Woe. 
[8 


Peep ſtruggling Sighs, nor Silver-ſhedding Tears 


„my deſtrated Brain! — 


— —„— —— 
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That I may make him inſtantly confront 
The female Slave who leagu'd in this Contrivance. 
[Exeunt Gratiano, Gremio, &c. remain Bellario and Lucen. 


Bell. L Maſing.] And why not Death rather than living Torment? 
To die is to be baniſh'd from my ſelf. 


Lucilia was my ſelf—— baniſh'd' from her 
Is ſelf from ſelf — O fatal Baniſhment ! . 
Unleſs Lacilia's by me in the Night 
There is no Muſick in the Nightingale, 
Unleſs I view Lucilia in the Day 
All Nature is a beamleſs Blank to me. : 
hat Light is Light now thoſe fair Suns are ſet ? 
hat Joy is Joy, now thoſe ſweet Smiles are ceas'd ? 
nleſs I could but think that ſhe's alive, 
And feed upon the Shadow of Perfection. 
But *twill not do, Lacentiu.— all is loſt, _ 
'or Death hath ſtarv'd the Roſes in her Cheeks, 
\nd pinch'd the Lilly-Tincture of her Face. 
Lucen. Ceaſe to lament for what you cannot help. _ 
Bell. O! I have fed upon this Woe already, | 
ind vow Exceſs of it will mal. e me ſurfeit; 
Yes, I muſt (till lament, ſtill curſe my Folly, 
or barely doubting one ſo fair, ſo chaſte, 
jo grac'd with every Angel-like Perfection, 
ould be corrupted—— Madneſs to reflect 


rom her bright Eyes, to quench my flaming Fury; 
ringing her Hands, whoſe Whiteneſs ſo became them 


put neither Virgin Bluſh, pure Hands held up, 


ould penetrate this baſe remorſeleſs Breaſt. 

Lucen. The Duke, my Lord, attends your Reſolution ; ' 
on have but one Hour giv'n to make your Choice. 

Bell. T have no Choice to make — Death is my Portion, 
«i: claims my Life. But then the Father! 

hat Compenſation will he find in that? 
— Help, help, Lucentiut, 
o calm this warring Tempeſt in my Soul. 
ome, lead me to my Fate; and as we go 


66 THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 


Learn me what Form of Wretchedneſs to fix on, 


For I have only Miſery to chooſe in; W 

And ſuch ſhould be that ſelfcurft bankrupt's Doom, 

Who madly ſquander'd fo divine a Treaſure.  [ ExenWin 
th 


Euter JOCU LO, folbw'd by DELIA e 


Jocu. No, I won't, I won't indeed, Delia. 

Delia. Nay, dear Foculo, tay. 

Jocu. No, I tell you. 

Delia. But one Moment. 

Jocu. No ſuch thing. 
Delia. Cruel Man, how can you be ſo hard-hearted? 

Focx. I ſhould only plague you with my impertinent Clad 
you had better go to your favourite Gremio, he'll delight ql 
with his melodious Whiſtle. LAſide.] The Tables are turn 
little; *tis our Time now, and Pl try if I can't play the Con 
tier as well as the greateſt of em. 

Delia. Only hear my Requeſt, Joculo, and then do as you! 1 

Jocu. Well, I vouchſafe to lend an Ear. 

Delia. 1 know the Intereſt you have with Lucilia; pr tit 


Joculo, interceed for me with her. 
Jocu. Hey? 


Delia. I wis ignorantly ſeduc d into this villainous Plot 

Joca. Um 

Delia. Without being at all acquainted with the Defgn,t 
Gremio himſelf has declar'd. 

Jocu. Ah poor Gremio, I hope they han't laid his ſive 
Tongue in Fetters as well as his Heels. 

Delia. And my Heart will burſt unleſs Lucilia be reconcil 
to me again. epi 

Joc u. Aa, ha, ha! of 


Delia. And therefore 1 conjure thee, Joculo, that * 
wouldſt 


FJocu. Ha, ha, ha! 

Delia. Nay, if nothing elſe will prevail on thee to pity 
Il put an end to my Miſery, and ſee if my Death will make tbe 

FJocu. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Delia. Barbarous Monſter! | 

Jocu. Why, I want the Reputation of bark a Woman 
for Love of me, Delia; and if you would but tuck up J0 
ſelf, upon this Occaſion, ev'ry body would ſwear tat 


Love of me. Di 
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Delia. And then you inhumanly refuſe, Joculo, to N 
with my Deſire. 

Jocu. Why now, Delia, do you know what tis you are Ws 
ing of me?—— You here are a diſgrac'd Favourite, and d'ye 
think one that's a Courtier will be fooliſh enough to take | 
your Part? No, no, I'gad, once any one is turn'd out of 
the Herd we all join, like true Stags, and help to demoliſh 
him. While you was in Place, Delia, I was your molt af- 
fectionate Friend, and moſt ſincere obedient humble Slave—— 2 
but now you are out, and can neither do me Service nor Diſ⸗ ; | 
fervice—— Yours, Mrs, Delia, yours, yours. | | 

[Walks about careleſly, taking a Pinch of Snuff — 

Delia. Very well, Joculo! it did not uſe to be ſo— this is | 
z Change I little expected! | 
- Wig A Change, my Dear—— Lack- a- day, would not you 2 
have me like the reſt of the World? Why there's a general Me. | 
lamorphaſis thro? the Land; this is the Age of reverſiug, Child; | 
all Ranks, Stations and Profeſſions are turn'd topſy turvy. 

Delia. Hah !—— | 
Jocu. Nay, *tis very true, my Dear, why an't many of our | 
mighty Nobles, and ſage Senators, pray, turn'd Rooks, Pimps | 
and Jockies, and fix'd it as the higheſt Ka of Honour never | 
x | 
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Flot to be honeſt, as the Plume of Politeneſs n to keep their 
Word, and as the Standard of Quality never to be qualify'd for 
ally thing at all — except it be Penſions and Places, hey Child! 1 
Delia. Very well, Sir. 
Jocu. Then your Soldiers are half of 'em turn'd Fiddlers 1 
M orrice- Dancers, becauſe fighting is now quite foreign to the Pro- 
eſſion; whilſt Prieſts are turn'd Play- Wrights, and preach from 
the Stage, becauſe *tis unfaſhionable to go to hear *em at Church. L 
Delia. Um ſtrange indeed! _ 1 
Jecu. Phylicians ate turn'd Collectors of Flies and Cockle- | 
Incl!s, becauſe the whole Country chooſe to die by the Hand | 
of a f ingle Quack—— As for your Lawyers and Politicians — 
Delia. What of them ? good Sir. 
Jocu. O, moſt of them will never cbange ; they'll cheat and 
dlunder on. | 
Delia. Very well, 8 pray go on. | | 
Jocu. Then your fine Gentlemen are turn'd Monkies and 
F 2 h Starlings, 
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Starlings, and will out-ape and out-chatter e er a one of em * 
whilſt your fine Ladies are tis no matter what— you need dic 
not be told that, Madam. 8 —— a 
Delia. Very pretty, indeed! en 
Focu. So you ſee, Child, the World is a little alter*d ; othet 


People are chang'd as well as I: However, Delia, there is One yo 
thing that I don't know but my abundant Good-nature may pre ſpe 


vail on me to do for thee. EY | Wu 
Delia. What is that? a 
Jocu. Why, I ſuppoſe ydu have Gs your ſelf pretty | 
well, as we all do while the Sun ſhines ; laid in a little Prov go: 
fion againſt a rainy Day, bey 5127 Now a Fellow-fee-M 
ing in that, join'd, as I was faying, to my own exceſſive Good for 


nature might engage me, if not to endeavour to bring you i 


favour again, yet at leaſt to ſecure your Retreat. 

Delia. No, Fool, if I was drove to that I ſhould not deſcend 
ſo low as thee; the higheſt of all will condeſcend to a job a 
ſuch Conſiderations. 

Jocu. And the loweſt of us all will do it on no other f. 
that from the higheſt to the loweſt we Courtiers are true to ou Fo 
Principles at leaſt—— But hark'e, Child, I can put you in by 


way of gaining your Point upon eaſier Terms, perhaps. You U 


Ladies, Madam Delia, have another ſort of Bribe, which ſome | 


times does more at Court than even Mony it ſelf, and which 5 
you'd more willingly part with, I believe let me ſee, [tur 16 
ing her round.) about the Age of twenty-four : Um, that's too | 
far gone, ether too far, twenty would have been fifty per Cent. A, 


at leaſt better —— black Eyes, very well — brown Hair, good 
a Forehead rather too low, no great matter —— a Chin prettilſ 
dimpVd enough, Uma little too ſhort in the Waſte, and ſome | 
thing too thick in the Shoulders, Hah, there muſt be good A Th 
lowance made for that but then a Hand as white as a Lilly, and Lo 
Lips as red as a Roſe; but let's try if they are as ſweet too. Sec 
[Kiſſes her.] Hah, delicious Slut! no Primroſe comes "7 tog Bet 
*em ; why they'll go farther than old Gold. 

Delia. Well, Joculo, is your Heart any tenderer yet? 

Jocu. Yes, yes, *tis tender enough now I'm ſure; that Ki 
has quite melted it down. 

Delia. And then thou wilt interceed for me, hey? 


Þ . Foch 
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em Jocu. I will do any thing for thee; I will live in 82 Eyes, 
need dic in thy Lap, and be bury'd in thy Heart. 

Delia. Ay, ay; but that's not the thing: Will you go and 

endeavour at what 1 defired you? 

ohe! Jocu. This Moment, and do it effectually. But then 
one you muſt promiſe me, Delia, that if I ſhould happen to be de- 
pte · ſperately in Love with thee, as I have terrible Symptoms of it 
upon me at preſent, that you'll be grateful, Huſly, hey? 

Delia. J promiſe thee every thing, dear Foculo. 
Yretty Jocu. One more Kiſs by way of Pledge. Well, Pm 
rov il gone. —— Remember your Promiſe. _ | [ Exit. 
feet Delia. Ves, till I have gain'd my Ends by it; and if I don't 
7000 forget it then, I ought never to ſee the Inſide of a Court again. 

[ Exit, 

SCEN E changes to an Antichamber. 


G RAT IAN O, BELLARIO, LUCENTIUS, 
JOCU LO, &. 


Crati. Well, Sir, have you reſolv'd to make Atonement 
For the ſad Fate of injur'd, poor Lucilia, 
By wedding inſtantly my Brother's Daughter, 
Unknown, unſeen, with all her ImperfcQions ? 
Bell. J have reſolv'd to live, and to be wretched, 
For Death would be too light a Penance for me: 
Take me, diſpoſe of me which way you will, 
| here devote my ſelf your Slave for ever. 
Grati. Then I am paid; once more thou art my Friend: 
And ſee, they're here; now prove your Reſolution. _ 


Enter LUCILIA, LIBERIA, DELIA, Sc. is Paik 


Bell. O thou moſt amiable injur'd Shade, 
Thou who doſt ſtill inhabit in my Breaſt, 
Look down and view the Anguith I endure ! 
dee me bereav'd of all my Soul held dear, 
Bereav'd of thee. Then ſee me doom'd to bear — 
O worſt of Tortures ! —doom'd to wed another! 
Let This, ſweet Spirit, let this Sight appeaſe thee 
Let theſe dite Suff rings plead my Pardon with _ 
And in ſome meaſure expiate my Crime. 


Grati. Come, come, my Lord, you muſt delay no longer; 
| Here, 


By my pernicious, raſh, diſtracted Folly ! 


know your own Minds. D their Hands.) There 
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Here, take the Lady's Hand, and by your Honour 
Oblige your ſelf to wed ber inſtantly. 

Bell. Honour, my Lord! I then ſhould have no Honour, 
The very Grant would rob me of the Pledge : 
But by my Shame, by my eternal Shame, 


I vow that I will what? I cannot ſpeak it. 
Here, Gratiano, take, take your Revenge, | 


I will no longer parley with my Fate. [Opening his Boſom. ¶ cot 
Grati. ¶ Aſide.) Brave gen'rous Man! I muſt not try hin ! 
farther, the 

My Heart bleeds for him. (Weeping. ] Well, my Lord, I pied tna 
That ſhe may quit her Veil. ——— Now, view her well, 
And if you now refuſe | [ Lucilia z#veil,Muſc 


Bell. Hah! What, Lacila! ; 
Another fair Lucilia! —— | it! 
Lucil. Ves, another; a 
One dy'd diſgrac'd by your injurious Paſſion, in 
Another lives to prove that Scandal falſe. he 


Grati. She dy'd, my Lord, but whilſt her Slander liv'd. 
Bell. Like a good Angel to a Wretch expiring, 


Thy Preſence beams ſweet Comfort o'er my Soul. 
O let me give a Looſe to Joy. [Running to embrace be. Ml v. 

Lucil. Hold, hold, my Lord; I muſt not truſt you more, dif 
You may again bring Wretchedneſs upon me; D. 
And after I have once elcap'd the Wreck, | pa 
Why ſhould I prove the boiſterous Main again? = It 


Bell. O, your Reply's but juſt. — Yet know, Lacilia, 
*T was all Exceſs of Love, and curſt Deluſion : | 
My Shame and Guilt confound me. — But if Sorrow, L. 


If hearty deep Contrition can atone, 


Forgive my Raſhnelſs ; *tis the darling Pleaſure 


Of Heav'n, and heav'nly Minds, to deal out Mercy, ! 00 
Where Penitence and Tears waſh off the Crime. | W. 

Grati. Come, Daughter, you muſt now o'erlook this Error, 't. 
And yield your Hand a Pledge of your Forgiveneſs. tie 


Lib. [To Bellario and Lucilia.] Heyday! what, keep aloof 
fill? Come, come, a Hand from each of you — be wile and 


'twere 
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twere a pity two ſuch good Friends ſhould be Foes any longer. 

Bell. Bear witneſs, Heav'n, I've all that I could with. 

Ir, | [ K:/ing ber Hand. 

Grati. Now Bleſlings on you both! May endleſs Joys, 

weet Peace of Mind, and each Domeſtick Bliſs 

rown all your Days, and proſper all your Actions! 

Proth. *Tis very well, I'm glad things ſort as they do; other- 
wiſe this Lady here had tied me down, Sir, to call you to ac- 
count for your Miſdemeanour. 

Bell. I fanſy, Lord Protheus, you had more reaſon to call 
the Lady herſelf to account; you are a greater Sufferer by her, 
than by me. | 

Jocu. Ay, ay, he isn't as he has been, my Lord; he didn't 

uſe to wear that February Face, and frozen Tongue. 

Lib. I believe the poor Man has ſomething at Heart; whether 
it be Love, or notꝛy 

Bell. Hang him, a Truant, there's not one Drop of true Blood 
in him; he's not capable of being in Love; if he's melancholy 
be wants Mony. 

Jocu. If he's not in Love there's no believing old Signs. 

Lucil. What Marks are there of it, Joculo? 

Jocu. O! ſpecial ones, Madam. — In the firſt place he 
wanders about with his Arms lock'd up in one another, like a 
diſcontented Patriot; then he ſighs like a great Lady at the 
Death of her Lap-Dog; is extremely fond of his own Com- 
pany, but avoided by every one elſe, 4s if he had the Peſtilence 
upon him. 

Bell. Then he has quite loſt his Stomach I can witneſs. 

Jocu. O] he can't get the leaſt Morſel down. — He has a 
Lump that riſes in his Throat, I ſuppoſe. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 

N Lib. Poor Gentleman! he's ſtrangely alter'd, that muſt be 

confeſs'd: He us'd, when he laugh'd, to crow like a Cock; 

| when he walk'd, to walk like a Lion; and when he faſted, 
ror, WW 'twas preſently after Dinner. But now — Well, he's to be pi- 

died, poor Soul. 
alot Grati. Has any body ſeen him at the Perfumer's ? 2 
e and Jocu. No, but the Perfumer has been with him. 


NT Lucil. 1 thought there was Civet in the Room. | 
were | Protb. 


 oſom- 
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Protb. Soh! I'm in a very pretty Situation here. | 
Bell. Beſides he looks younger, methinks, by the Laſt of 


a Beard. ar 
Lib. Yes, the owl Ornament of his Cheek is gone toward ö 
ſtuffing a Tennis- Ball. 1 
Proth. [ Aſide.] She too join in the Laugh! But that's no wr 
more than 'twas ſaid ſhe would. put 
Jocu. His jeſting Spirit too has given him the ſlip, * ; 

| ſpeaks as puling as a dieted Beau. he 


Grati It can be nothing but Love. — However I know One 
that loves him too. 

Bell. I ſhould be glad to hear who. 

Lib. One that does not know him, I'll be ſworn. 

Gratz. Yes, and his wayward Humour; and yet, in ſpite d 
all, dies for Love of him. 

Proth. Which is Lady Liberia in this Company, pray Sirs? 

Lib. I anſwer to that Name. Your Will and Pleaſure, ſwer 
Lord Protheus? C.! urißhin 

Proth. Are not you She that's dying for my Perſon ? Do n 
you love me exceedingly, fair Lady Liberia? 

Lib. Who, I? why no; no more than I love Aukwardneſ 
and IIl- nature. 

Proth. Why then your Uncle, Bellario and n un 
been deceiv'd here; for they fwore you did. 

Jocu. Yes, i'gad, and I'll ſwear it again. 

Lib. Very well: And pray, ſweet Sir, are not you he that's 
dying for my Perſon r Do not you love me exceedingly, Lord 
Protheas ? 5 

Proth. Who, 1? why no; no more than I love Pride and 
Fertnels. 

Lib. Why then my Couſ n Delia, and Aa have been de- 
ceiv'd, for they ſwore you did. 

Jobs. Ay, and Pm ready to ſwear that again too. 

Proth. They declar'd poſitively that you muſt die if I did not 
return your Affection. a 

Lib. They ſwore that you was above half dead already. 

Jocu. Very true; *tis all very true. 

Lib. Tis no matter, —You are not in love with me, you fi 
then. 
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Proth, Um! why no; I hope I am not: Or if I am it's 
only out of Gratitude, becauſe 1 * that you were in love 
with me firſt. 

Bell. Come, come, Wen no -flinching you are fairly 
lifted, and muſt not fly from your Colours; for here's a Paper 
written with your own Hand; a halting Sonnet of ras own 
pure Brain made upon Lady Liberties | 

Lucil. And here's another in my Couſin's Hand, which proves 
ſhe has no great Averſion to Lord Protheus. 

Proth. A Miracle! here's our own Hands ich our Hearts. 
Come, I will have * but on (his ended I take thee out 
of pure Pity. 

Lib. If I ſhould ever yield end be out of great Com- 
daſſion, merely to ſave your Life; for I know you are in a gal- 
oping Conſumption about it. | tov 
Proth. I will ſtop that inveterate Mouth of thine. * 
+ [Kifvs her. 
Bell. Ha, ha, ha! — How doſt 3 u do, Prothens, 4 Mar- 
'd Man? 

Jocu. Ay, now the two Bears won't bite one another when 
hey meet again. WL TS”, 

Proth. I'll tell thee what 1 A _ Colle: of Wit- 
rackers ſhan't make me alter my Purpoſe. Doſt thou think I 
are for a Satire, or an Epigram? No, if a Man will be beaten 
th Brains he ſhall wear nothing handſome about him. — Get 
arry'd thy ſelf, get marry'd thy ſelf; there's no Staff more re: 4 
erend than one tipt with Horn. | 
Omnes. Ha, ha, haf © 


e Nt 
ny O! what it ſhall I + when I'm marry'd * Eo 


ſha! I can't ſing, Pm ſo out of Breath: This Creature has 
ven me ſuch a Palpitation 0? the Heart! Delia, you have ſeen 
e Song, and muſt relieve me in it, Begin again, Mulick, 


0! what ſhall I ab 4 Pm marry'd 


In Wedlock Chains; 
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. Vuscb Bondage, who van bear 82) 
| Delia. What Hill inrhm t! 
. : To change your Mind? 5 
Lib. Ws — n to ay PH ſwear it. 


[i | 01 what at 1 45 when Pm * 
q | Pelz. Why ſport and play | 

| | | | The live-long Day, | 

. And every Night — 
Lib. — UHà—¾⅛ O horrid! | 


Var Hand, my Dear; 


| þ | I die for Pork 1 

| 0 what 1 muſt db when Dm nA. 
ih 
| j | 9 Come, come, we are all merry, 0 Friends; ' 
5 ſo let's have a Dance before Marriage to lighten out om 


i and our Partners Hearts. But firſt, that we may all be in th 

i fame Condition, and that this Raſcal Focnlo mayn't have rom 

to exerciſe his Faculty upon us, 1 defire he may be caſt into t 

Net himſelf. 

Lucil. Come hither, Delia; I know Foculo has had an I 
of Affection upon you for ſome time; yon muſt therefore til 
| one another for Life; upon which Condition I pardon you yoi 

1 tate Miſdemeanour, and raiſe him to a higher Employment. 

| 5 Jocx. Um — Tis but a ſcurvy Exchange tho', to leave 0 

Fl aying the Fool in Jeſt, in order to play it in downri 

Ls ar neſt. 

. Lib. That's the laſt Jeſt you are to make, Jocalo. 

1 Jocu. Ay, Madam, 1 ſhan't be in any great Hanan to jt 
for the future: I ſhall be fitter to make Penitential Hymns, 
Laſt Dying-Speeches. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! | 
Jocu. Come, give me thy Hand; I don't know how to 

h fals thee, neither. ---- This ſame Yignior Cupid aide Fools 
People juſt as he pleaſes. _ 

Delia. Why, to ſay the truth, I'm engag'd to another; 
where Intereſt is concern'd, no body that beldngy to a Co 
gan ever be e to Fea their Word. 
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| Euter Menger. e e e 


Me. My Lord, your Brother Byron's ſeiz d in iges and 
Pept firidt guarded till your Pleaſure's known. | 5 
Proth. Think not of him till to-morrow; I'll deviſe an rare 

Puniſhment for him. Now, Muſick, ſtrike up. | 4 Dance here.] 
come, Liberia, we ſet out, molt of us, in bitter Defiance to Love 
ind Matrimony ; and yet we have alt been forc'd ro ſurrender 
on Diſcretion : Why: 'tis the higheſt Mark of Courage we 
cou'd poſſibly ſhew; 'tis a brave Leſſon to the reſt of the 
World; and I heartily wiſh, from our "Examplcy that doneur- 
able Wedlock 


May, ſpite of Rallery, Nod 0 denn 10 Faſhion; » 
18; nt Sb 
ar On 5 
in tit 
e root 
into l 


Whilſt Pride, Ambition, Av'rice fly the Nation, 
And Loy ſtill reign the UNIVERSAL, PASSION. 


The End of the Fiſth 4. 
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war Spoken by Mrs. C L I V E. 


LIFE! what d'ye plague me uith it What can I ſay? 
| Why, Sirs, I beg you'll damn this ſtupid Play. 8 
A lovely Spot of Work! A precians Wight | 
ere youre to have no Epilogue to Nig bi: 

oe teiz'd, and teig d, above this Fortnight paſt, 
0 - To get me one —and what dye think — at laſs? 

COW Ou: came a tediuus; dull, pedantick Heap, | 
So like a Sermon —*twou'd have made you ſleep. | 
Lard! Sir, ſaid J, why this will never do, | 

They'll pelt me off the Stage, and hoot at you: 
Let 'em, cry'd he; I care not what they ſay, | | 
N. wanton Couplets ſhall Po" my Play: 

| 6-5: 
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ther; 
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* | Such Bandage, who nas bear it?: 
f Delia. What fi irh, 

* | To change your Mind? ? | 
1 _ Lib. n en n #4 ſwear ir. 


= | :; 3Of wha ful Tb when re yr 
| | Hen Why ſport and play 

1 | The live · lung 9. 

1 And every Nigbt — f 

| Lib. — Get 0⁴ horrid! 

Þ 9415 Var Hand, my Dear; 

_ I die for fear | 
# Of what I muſt do when Pm marry 'd. 


Proth. Come, come, we are all merry, and Friends; 1 
let's have a Dance before Marriage to lighten our om 
and our Partners Hearts. But firſt, that we may all be in th 
fame Condition, and that this Raſcal Foenlo mayn't have roo 
to exerciſe his Faculty upon us, I deſire he may be caſt into tit 
4 Net himmſelf. 
" Lucil. Come hither, Delia; 1 know Joc ulo has had an If 
5 of Affection upon you for ſome time; you muſt therefore til 
vi one another for Life; upon which Condition I pardon you yoi 
BY Iate Miſdemeanour, and raiſe him to a higher Employment. 
| | | Jocu. Um —*Tis but a ſcurvy Exchange tho', to leave of 
| aying the Fool in Jeſt, in order to Py it in downriph 
ho ar neſt. 
Lib. That's the laſt Jeſt you are to make, Joralo. 

Joca. Ay, Madam, 1 ſhan't be in any great B to je 
for the future: I ſhall be fitter to make Penitential Hymns, 
Laſt Dying-Speeches. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Jocu. Come, give me thy Hand; 1 don't know how to 6 

| faſe thee, neither. ---- This ſame Signior Cape makes Fools 
People juſt as he pleaſes. | 

Delia. Why, to ſay the truth, I'm engag'd to another; | 
where Intereſt is concern'd, no body that belongs to 2 Col 
gan ever be 8 to Keep th their Word. | 
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: Enter Meſſe enger. * : 


Me My Lord, your Biothet Byron's. ſeiz'd in Ene and | 
cept ſtrict guarded till your Pleafure's known. . 
Proth. Fhink not of him till to-morrow; I'll deviſe a rare 
Puniſhment for him. Now, Muſick, ſtrike up. | 4 Dance here.] t 
Come, Liberia, we ſet out, moſt of us, in bitter Defiance to Love 
and Matrimony ; and yet we have all been forc'd* to ſurrender 


cou'd poſſibly ſhew; 'tis a brave Leſſon to the reſt of the 
World; and I heartily wiſh, from our Example, that honour- 
able Wedlock 


Is; 1 
If ON 
in th 


Whilſt Pride, Ambition, Av'rice fly the Nation, 


May, ſpite of Rallery, once mote come in Faſhion; 8 
And Love ſtill reigu the UNIVERSAL, Rn. 
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work Spoken by Mrs. C LIV E. 
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L I FE! what d'ye plague me with it What can L ſay? ? 


Fw ; ' Why, Sirs, I beg youll damn this ſtupid Play. 
ok WP lovely Spot of Work! A precuns Wight! 
Here you"re to have no Epilogue to Nights 5 
\ ö Pre tei xd, and teiz'd, above this Fortnight paſt, 
* Lo get me one — and what dye think — at laſt * : 


Out came a tedious, dull, pedantick Heap, 
So like a Sermon twou'd have made you ſleep. 
Lard! Sir, ſaid I, why this will never do, 
They'll pelt me off the Stage, and hoot at vou 
Let 'em, cry*d he; I care not what they ſay, 
No wanton Conplets ſpall a”. my Play: 
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on Diſcretion: Why 'tis the higheſt Mark of Courage we 
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And ſmile a Hint to glad the Fair One's Heart; 


That Marriage is the very Grave of Love: 


Shake Hands, only ts go, as it appears, 
More lovingly rogerber by the Ears. | 


— 


— — — ——— — — — —— — — nt nm rr nn nr nn 


E P I I O C U k. 
What, vend low Ribaldry for want of Senſe, 


| And fteal Applauſe at Modeſty's Expence ? 


Not he, be ſwore — Heav'ns bleſs us! no, not ſwear it; 
But Verbo Sacerdotis, did declare it. 2 
Poor ſqueamiſh Wretch! I'm ſure I us'd all Meaus . ' fi 
To teach him better Things behind our Scenes; „ 


1 wanted to be wanton, pert, and witty, 
Sueer at the Beaux, and Foke upon the City; 
To yon, Galants, a meaning Leer impart, 


With artful Shrugs Satirick Strokes convey, 
And wink a Reputation clean away; | 
Then with. this Standard boldly thus advance, 


And rout the ſqueaking, Skipping Troops of Italy and France, 


Till the whole Houſe ſhould roar That's fine, that's fine! 
And clap me thunaringly at every Line, 


This had been ſomething like, —— But what, to cant, 
And whine, and preach, and tell you that you ant 
As good as you ſhould be — Romantick Fool! 
Criticks, 1 beg 1 ſend him back to * 


Beſides, dye marꝶ the Moral of his Aim, 
That Love and Wedlock, truly, are the ſame; 
Ay, may be fo— 0 hideous, when we prove 


Wedlock's like Prize- fighting —where the two Dears 


Then Beaux and Belles, who know the Art of Loving, 
And never wed but for a Cloke to roving, 
Revenge my Cauſe, moſt heartily reſent This, 
Aud bring our Author in — Non compos mentis. 
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x,* The GENERAL HISTORY of CHINA, CHINESE TARTART, CO- 


* FA and THIBET, being an Hiſtorical, Geographical, Chronological, Politi- 


h and Fhyſical Deſcription of thoſe Countries; done from the 8 — 
rock of the PERE DU HALDE, in FOUR VOLUMES, | | 
By R. BROOKES, A. M. Rector of Aſhney in Northamptonſhire. 

N. B. This Work not only contains a: Hiſtory of theſe Countries, and a De- 
ription of the ſeveral Parts and Inhabirants of them, as well as a View of 
eir Government, Religion, Laws,.Cuſtoms, Trade, (particularly with reſpe& 
the laſt, an exact and full Account of the Manner of making China-Ware, 
ich, if obſerved in England, our Faithen-Ware might, if not equal that 
China, yet be brought to a. high perfection) but likewiſe. a great” 
any Tranſlations and curious Extracts of Chineſe Books upon moſt of the 
ts and Sciences, viz. Moral Philoſophy, Phyſick, Hiſtory, Muſick, & c. 
mong other Particulars, a Curieus Treatiſe of the Prognoſticks of.-DiF 
ſes from the Pulſe, a complete Chineſe TRAGEDY, and A iece of 
eit MUSIC Engrav'd. T hro' the whole are caſually interſpers' d, the en- 
nining Travels and Adventures of ſeveral of the Jeſuit Miſſionaties, aud 
hers in thoſe Countries: The Author of this Noble and Curious Wok 
ent Twenty Years in compiling it, which was done chiefly from the Ac> 
unis ſent him by the Miſſionaries then in China. | 
The Work is adorn'd with large and beautiful Maps of the mock — 
es, together with the Plans of the principal Cities, and the following Cu- 
bus Plates, Engrav'd by Mr. Gerard Vandergutcht, viz. 


be Effigies of Confucius. The various Habits of the Chineſe md 

e Effigies of P. Verbieſt. Tartars, viz. The Emperor of China 
be Effigies of P. A. Schaal. in his Robes of State, and i his or- 
be Effigies of P. M. Ricci. dinary Dreis, Mandarins of Letters 


Plate of the ſeveral curious Chi- in their Summer and Winter Ha- 
neſe Shrubs and Plants, viz. The bits. Chineſe Mandaria of War. 
Leaf, Root, and Flower of Gin FTartarian Mandarin of War. A 
ſeng, Ou tong chu, or the Varniſh Bonze. A Countryman. | Chineſe 
Tree, Fou lin. The Tea-Shrub. Ladies. A Tartarian Lady. A Bon- 
Two forts of Cotton-Trees. Two zeſs. A Maid Servant, A Country- 
forts of the Bamboo. Jaca. Betel. woman. 
Li tchi. A Repreſentation of a Chineſe wel- 
curious Draught of the Plant of ding. 
Rhubarb. The Proceſſion at a Chineſe Fund 
Chart ſerving to conduct a Ship A Draught of the Chineſe Ships and 
up the River into the Port of Can- other Veſſels. An uncommon Me- 
ton. thod of Fiſting, and catching 
e Effigies of Paul Siu, Prime Mini- Wild-Ducks. 
ſter of State, Three Plates of the Chineſe Mony. 
e Effigies of Candida, Gtand- The whole Proceſs of the Silk Mann- 
Daughter of the Colao, Paul Siu. fatory, with the Management of 
Figure of the Croſs commonly Silk- worms, 
put into the Grave with the Chineſe The Obſervatory at Peking. | 
Chriſtians. A Map of a new Diſcoveiy made by 
e Attendance of the Viceroy of a Captain Beerings by order of the 
Province whenever he appears in late Czar of Moſcoyy, in a Jour- 
Publick, ney from Tobolk to Kamckatska. 


SER 


that People out of whom the Sayiour of the World was to ariſe; as it 


- Adorn'd with Cuts. The Second Edition. 


at Douay. By JAMES SERCES, Vicar of Appleby in Lincolnfhite, a 
Majeſty's Principal Secretaries of State, 


' Diſeaſes ; and upon Prognoſticks, in Acute Caſes eſpecially, To this 


explanatory Notes. By FRANCIS CLIFTON, M. D. Phyſician to His Ref 


| gourd for the FLUTE, 
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Stakes upon Ever Page trag dy the eee 

LITTLEFON, L. L. P. Felfow of Eton - College, and Vicar of Maplede 
ham, Oxon; and late Chaplain in Ordinary to Ris Majeſty. In two Volumg 
The Second Edition. 

The MIRACLES of JESUS VINDICATED. In Four Parts, The 
Fourth Edition. — ill 

A REPLY to the LETTER to Dr. WATERL AND, ſertinWiect 
forth the many Falſhoods both in the Quorations and the Hiſtorical Fach 
by which the Letter - Writer endeavours to weaken the Authority of Motz a 
The Second Edition.; | 

A REPLY to the DEFENCE of the LETTER to Dr, WATER 
LAND. By the Author of the REPLY to the LETTER. The Secop 
Edition. 

- REELECTIONS on the LETTER to Dr. WATERLAND, and d the 
DEFENCE of it. 

The HISTORY of out Lord and Saviour . CHRIST. In three Pany 
With ſuitable Meditations and Prayers. the LIVES of the Holy 40 
STLES and EVANGELISTS. Jo which is prefix d the LIFE of 
Bleſſed virgin MART, Mother of our Lord. By william Reading, M. 
Keeper of the Library at Sion-College: Revis'd and Corrected by th 


Author. The 


SCRIPTURE-POEITECS: Being a View of the Original Conſtizag 
aud ſubſequent Revolutions, in the Government Religious and Civil, 


contained in the Bible. By SAMUEL CROXALL, D. p. Arch - Deacon of f 
lop in the Dioceſe of Hereford. 

The Secrets of the Inviſible World diſclos'd: Or, an UNITVERS\| 
HIST ORY- of APPARITIONS Sacred and Profane, under all Depomingiq 
whether Angelical, Piabolical, or Human Souls departed. With a pred 
Variety of Surpriſing and Diverting Examples, never Fublim'd before, 4 1 | 
ſhewing how we may diſtinguiſh between the Appatitions of Good and Hor 
Spirits, and how we ought to behave to them. By ANDREW MORETON, 


POPERY an ENEMY to SCRIPTURE : Or, An Account of the ſeyeral M 
thods purſued by the Church of Rome, to ſink: the. Authority of the Hd 
Scxiptures; and of the various Falſifications introduced in fome Verſions | 
the New Teſtament, publiſh'd by the Divines of that Communion, in Frent 
and Engliſh; particularly the laſt in Engliſh, by Dr. W. Profeſſor of Diyint 


Chaplain to the Right Honourable William Lord Any. ado. one of! 
HIPPOCRATES upon Air, Water, and Situation; upon Epidemit 


added (by way of Compariſon) ' Thucydides's Account of the Plague 
Athens. The whole tranflated, methodis'd, and illuſtrated with uſeful a 


Highneſs the Prince of Wales. Fellow of the College of Phyſicians, and" 
the Royal Society. 

Fifty One NEW FABLES in Verſe, (invented for the Amuſement of 
Highneſs WILLIAM Duke of Cumberland) by Mr. GAY: With Fifty 0 
Cuts, Deſign'd by Mr, Kent, and Mr, Wotton, and Engraved by Mt.! 
ron, Mr. Vandergutcht, and Mr. Fourdrinier, The Third Edition. 

The MUSICAL MISCELLANY, in Six Volumes : Being 2 Collect 
of CHOICE SONGS and LYRICK POEMS. Ser to MUSICK! 
the moſt Eminent MASTERS, with the BASSES to each Tune, and 4 


„ * THE rene ok, a Gele as it is No Ang at the 
hearre-Royal in Drury-Lane, (with great Applauſe) by His Majeſty” s Set- 

ts. Wiitten by the Author of The Man of Taste. Printed ot fon Vatts 
the Printing- Office in Wild-Courr near Lincoln“ Inn Pields; and S000 by 


8 I. 
e n- Third Edition, very beantifully Printed, of the Two following 


ALON and PHILLIDA'; 4 Ballad Opera. And 
Y The TRAGEDY of TRAGEDIES; or, The Life and Death of TOM 
Frou the GREAT. Both ado.n'd with very Outious Trontiſpleres: As 
lo the followin 
COME IES, TrRAGEDIES, and OPERAS, vir. 


de Bookſellers both of Town and Country. Of whofh may be had, lately Pub- 


| COMEDIES. 

aud UArhe Man of Tae. | The Ubiyerfal Galkant; or, The bit. 
Pie Mother - in- lau, or the Doctor the fetent Husbands. | 
ee pin Diſeaſe. The Lottery. ; 
ly Ade Humouts of Oxford. The Whim; ot, The Miler's Rerteit. | 
of uin; A Dramatick Satire on the A Farce. 
8. M. . Times. | The Lover. 
1 rie Modim Couple. | The Coffee - Houſe vblittclat$ ors 


The lntriguing Chantberrtiald. Ace-] The Fuffce caught is His dun Tap, 
tit medy. With an EPISTLE from rhe | The Temple Beau. 

Civil, of Author to Mrs. CLIVE. | The Diſtthbled Wanton; of, My * 
; be Cottiiſh Squire. By sit John Van- | ger Monty, 

on of brugh, Mr. Walſh, and Mr. Congreve. | Love in ſeveral Maſques. 

n rimon in“Love; or, the Ianotent Theft, | The Authot's Fatee ; and, The klea- 
EAS rrovok'd btuband; ot, 4 Jour-] utes of the Town. | 
mien ver to London, The Widow bewitch' d. 


h 

9. 75 The Modern Husband. | to keep 4 Wife at Home. 

and Pon Quixote in England. | The Old Debauchets, . 
* T RAGE DIES. 


Lovets. 


Ire Tragedy of Zara. 
event er; or, The 2erjur's Lover. | The Fate of Yillany. 
rerfions = (ander, King of Corinth, - * Seatiderbeg. 
in Fiend" © Fatal Extravagante. The Covent · Garden Tragedy. - | 
F pi rde Virgin Queen. Timoleon. 
mite, 1 o 1 148 „ih nd M C C K. 
one of The Beggar's Opera. | The Jovial Crew, 
rde Tunes to the Songs in the Beg- | Silvia; or, The Country Burial, ; 
Epidemidy Far, "_ The Opera of Opetas. 
Fo this Wcbill 's. | Love in 4 Riddle. 


An Ol, Man taught wiſtom z or, The | The village Opera. 


- 


be Miſet. | | The Lerter-Wtitets or, 4 New wer 


— 


ENG CHARLES I. | Double Falmdod; ot, The oute 


Plague 

| alen . icgit Unmask' d. The Lovet's Opeta. we 

Bis Ro Ttick for Trick. i Momus turn'd Fabaliſt or, Vulcan's 
ins, and The Plot, ot Pill and Drop. | Wedding. 


The Livery Rake, and Country Laſs. 
The Boarding-School. | 
The Devil to ray; or, The Wives Me- | The Lover His ow] Rival. 


nent of i Opeta. 


1 Fifty VI 


by Mt.! 

7 tamorphos'd. The Chamber-Maid. 
Colled The Merry Cobler; or; The Setond The Quaker's Opera. 
J$1CK Part of the Devil to Pay. Robin Hood. 


Merlin; or, The Devil of Stoue-Henge. | The Fathionable Lady; or, Harlequim t : 


Patie andPeggy; ot, The FaitFoutdli in 


and Tu = Mock Doctor; or, The Dumb | The Generous Free- Maſon; or, The 


Lady Cur'd, Conſtant Lady. 
The Highlagd- -Fairz or Union of the | Tumble-down Dick; or, Phacton 


Clans, a 1 the Suds, 


in 


In 


% is —— —— —ͤů 
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| on a Fine Paper, -with. a Curious Frontilpiece to each Comedy. 1 10 
is prefix d a Conlon, PAINT. of: the SUTHOR:. and his LIFE in 


Eleanora, and Others. Full of various Turns of Fortune, In two vol | 
The WORKS of ANACKRE ON, -tranflared jito. Engliſ4 


42K] r : 

Dr. GAOX ALL'S FABLES of Aſoy and: 75 — erg Nenly done 
Wich an e to each Fable. Miadessed with Cuts. 
k 1 gent apiles-* e 2 Fo b 10 5 oY 1 20 
. ' Ex re Fabellas 7 08 8 
3 4 Arber "COLLECTION of 110 KEN es GNM EN 


E 
- 


C ME if! * 
French and Engliſh, in EIGHT, POCKET V/OLUME S,.ncatlyy 


and Engliſp; Extracted from Monſieur Bayle, Rapin, &c. 
A SELECT COLLECTION. of NOWE LS and 410 
In Six Volumes. Written by 1 the molt Celebrated Authors: in ſeveral Latif 1 
Many of which, . never:appear'd in Engliſh before. Alt New Trauſlath 9 
Compiled from the moſt Authentick Originals: -- 7 
The WORKS of PETRONIUS KETTE M, f in 1 roſe” td Ye 
Tranſlated from the Original Latin, by Mr. ADDISON; To 5 are prefi | 
the Life of Perronius, done from the Latin: And 4 Character 0 big) wal tit 
by Monſieur St. Evremont. 4M 
The, VOYAGES, TRAVELS, and ADVENTURES of william o MM 
Vaughan, Eſqz With the Hiſtory of his Brother. Jonathan Vaughan 
Tears a Slave in Tunis. Intermix'd with the Hiſtories of Clerimont, F- 


* 


with NOTES Explanatory and Poetical. To which are added: the, [4]. 
Fragments, and Epigrams of S APF O. By Mr. ADD1® ON. x 1 
POEMS on SEVERAL, OCCASIONS. With ſome SELECT EM 
in Proſe. In two Volumes. By JOHN HUGHES, sq, Adorn'd with Sculprul 
'The., VOYAGES and ADVENTURZS of CAPTAIN ROBERT - BOIY 
in ſeveral Parts of the World. Intermix'd with the Story ot Mrs. Villar 
Engliſh Lady with whom he made his ſurprizing Eſcape from Barbar 
Hiſtory of an Italian Caprivez. and the Life of Don Pedro Aquila, &c. 
of various and amazing. Turns of Fortune. To which is added, The Vol 
Shipwreck, and Miraculous Preſervation of Richard Caſtelman, Gent. wal 
Deſcription of the City of Philadelphia, and the Country of Penſſtranig 
The TRAVELS and ADVENTURES of the, Sieur JACQUES, K | 
Written Originally in French by Monfieur BAYLE, in Concert with Dr. Ti 
d!!, Mr. Collins, &c. Being a very entertaining Account of his Arriyalallih 
unknown Countty in Terra. Auſtralis, after having ſuffer'd two Shipwrecks 
the ſtrange Manners and Cuſtorfs of the People: Of his curious converlad q 
with the Prieſts, Judges, and with the KING himſelt, on the Subjects off $a 
gion, Trade, and almoſt all the Arts 8nd Sciences: Of his Patla e from 
Southern Countries to Goa, where he was impriſon'd in the Inquiſition x 
his being taken by Pirates in his voyage from thence to Lisbon; and f 
Ranſom from Slavery, and Arrival at London: Beſides, many biker mol 
direrting Incidents, which are very agree ably interſpers „d in the Narrative 
he Works of Mr. Henry Needler; conſiſt ing of ORIGLN A 1.5 n | 
TRANSLATIONS, ESSAYS and LETTERS. Nemo parum ol 
"vixit, qui Virturis perfectæ perfecto functus [F& munere. Cicero de W x 
Meade; orte. The Second Edition, Publif'd by Mr. Duncombe.. * | 
LETTERS of ABLLARD and HELOISE. To which is prefix'd 1 70 
cular Account of their Lives, Amours, and Misfortuiies, exttacted chi 
from Monſieur BAYLE, - Tranſlated from the French, byg the. > Jas 108 
HUGE, en 1 1 
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